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SECRETS OF THE PRISON-HOUSE.

PART IV.—TypEs oF PRISONERS.

CHAPTER I
FEMALE PRISONERS GENERALLY.

Women in gaol more difficult to manage than men— Peculiar
female traits: caprice, obstinacy, intolerance of authority,
jealousy, ultra-sensitiveness, craving for revenge—But the
female sex is everywhere less criminal than the male, although
their re-convictions are more frequent—Women often the
cause of crime—Three classes of female prisoners: the
impulsive or accidental, the professional, and the hopelessly
habitual criminal—Examples of each: Dixblane, Constance
Kent, Madame Rachel—Female poisoners : Edmunds—In-
fanticides—Forgers—Same offence—Tottie Fay—Conduct of
female prisoners—Contagious insubordination—** Breakings
out —Combined misconduct in a Northern prison—Yet
females very susceptible to gentler influences—Their better
feelings shown—Religious sentiment—Women very im-
pressionable—Pleasing traits—Maternal instinct—A fictitious
mother.

A wise philosopher once said that no man ever
thoroughly understood a woman. The dictum, if true
of the highest and noblest, is equally so of the worst

and most degraded of their sex. It especially applies
VOL. 1L B



2 SECRETS OF THE PRISON-HOUSE.

to female prisoners, who, although controlled in the
first instance by female officers, come under male
rule in matters of appeal and higher discipline. I
have always found female prisoners more difficult to
manage than male. This is the direct consequence of
that highly nervous, often delicate organization, so
intricate and fine strung, so subject to fits of hysterical
exaltation or wmorbid depression, alternating with
abject surrender, which is part of woman's heritage
on earth. Traits peculiar to, or most strongly marked
in, the gentler sex, enter largely into the problem and
greatly complicate it. Caprice that amounts in its
worst phase to wrong-headedness ; obstinacy at times
most mulish and indefinitely protracted ; intolerance
of control and contempt of authority unexpectedly
exhibited, and following some deep unreasoning dis-
like of the iddividual entrusted with discipline;
jealousy of the fiercest kind, which includes “envy,
hatred, and all uncharitableness,” and rises into a
consuming passion, all for the silliest reasons, the
most trivial things ; a jealousy which is not sufficiently
appeased by spiteful backbiting, but breaks out into
open truculence ; ulfra-sensitiveness, fancying wrong
and injustice, slight or insult, where none was intended,
to be followed by long brooding and a growing thirst
for revenge, the blackest and most dangerous of all
qualities, which when fully indulged in may turn the
prison into a shambles, the scene of some sanguinary
crime—such traits may be latent and embryotic,
their existence quite "unsuspected, in many more




WOMEN LESS CRIMINAL THAN MEN. 3

happily placed, in women who have escaped the
storms and worst temptations of life; but in the
criminal, in the woman who has been at warfare with
society and the laws it imposes, and who has degener-
ated into the gaol-bird, they are strongly marked,
and greatly increase the difficulties of those who have
to deal with her.

Women according to most recent modern statistics
are everywhere less criminal than men; the propor-
tion, that is to say, of female offenders, as compared
to female population, is at a very much lower ratio
than that of males. This proportion varies moreover
in different countries. Mr. Havelock Ellis tells us
that in France male criminals are four times as
numerous as females. M. Adolphe Guillot, basing
his statement on French ministerial figures, says it is
six times. In the United States, criminal men to
women are said to be as twelve to one; but accord-
ing to the last Census Bulletin, the convicts in
penitentiaries—the most serious offenders, that is to
say—are as twenty-four males to one female. In Italy
and Spain the proportion is still more against the
males. With us, although female crime has followed
the very general decrease so marked in recent years,
the proportion is as fifteen males to one female in

1 «Twenty years ago there were altogether 1046 females under
sentence of penal servitude in Great Britain ; now there are con-
siderably under 400. Woking female prison was built for up-
wards of 700, and used to be always full. I found there about
250 inmates, the representatives, or I might say survivals, of

these 700.”—Sir E. Du Caxe (1891).
B 2
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the convict population, and as five to one in the local
prisons. With us too there are more re-convictions,!
relatively, among women, a sad fact easily explained
by the well-known experience that recovery is rarer
in the female who has once dropped into the down-
ward path. They go rather from bad to worse, and
degenerate inevitably into hopeless habitual criminals.
So it is that in the great female convict prison at
Woking, by far the largest number in custody are
grey-haired, old, almost venerable-looking women.
An examination of the ages of the inmates, made a
year or two ago by the medical governor, gave as a
result the average age at forty-three. Taken in con-
nection with the great diminution in numbers, it is
evident from this great preponderance of elderly over
more youthful female prisoners, that the sources of
supply are running dry. This conclusion may be
extended to the lesser criminals, for whose misdeeds
terms shorter than penal servitude suffice.

Although women can thus be proved to lapse less

1 The proportion per cent. of re-committals is given as follows

in the last two years, compared with those of 1876-7 (Judicial
Statistics).

1891-2. | 1890-1. | 1876-7.
MALES, FEMALES. N MALES, FEMALES. . MALES. FEMALES,
PREVIOUB PROPORTION | PROPORTION PROEION PROPO—RTION ! PBOPEION PR“EION
COMMITMENTS. TO TOTAL TO TOTAL |\ TO TOTAL TO TOTAL TO0 TOTAL TO TOTAL
MALES., FEMALES, MALES, FEMALES. I MALES, FEMALES,
Once ... 3474 180 330 185 405 249
Four times ... 68 61 72 63 t 72 77
Eight and nine '
times 6'8. 83 | 66 80 48 81
A b’o ve ten
times .| 140 67 | 146 847 83 2211
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frequently into crime than men, it must not be over-
looked that though not always criminal themselves,
they are often the cause of criminality in others of
the opposite sex. Crime is often committed to gain

A FRENCH FEMALE PRISONER.

their favour, if not at their direct instigation. They
may not always exactly know how the money is
gained that is to be spent in gratifying their caprices,
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although they may shrewdly guess its origin, and in
their inner conscience know that men have been
driven into crime by them. Crime in fact is largely
committed for them if not by them. Sometimes
indeed they have taken the lead, and are the prompters
and originators of the crime. This is as old as the
Garden of Eden, as true as when the great poet
created Lady Macbeth. It was “the woman who
tempted” the man when the two Mannings planned
to kill the gauger O’Connor, over whose still reeking
remains they eat their hot roast goose; it was the
woman Catherine Hayes who hired the murderers,
and who herself cut off her husband’s head ; the
woman Miss Blandy who instigated the death of her
father. There have been as many or more such
cases in France. Rosalie Lecat induced her lover
to murder her husband; the moving spirit of the
horrible tragedy at Sologne, when a poor old woman
was put on the fire and burnt alive, was the woman’s
daughter, who inspired and assisted her husband and
brothers to do the deed. A Spanish woman, who
had lost her place as servant to the curé, persuaded
a gang of men to break into the house and rob him
of a considerable sum of money.

Females in durance belong to three broadly defined
categories or classes. There are, first, the impulsive
criminals, whose misdeed is more or less unpre-
meditated, born of some sudden overmastering access
of fury—a momentary madness, not sufficient to
satisfy the courts of their irresponsibility, but only to




CLASSES OF FEMALE PRISONERS. 7

be explained as the temporary withdrawal of all
barriers in a nature too easily inflamed. This is a
small class, comprising mainly those who have taken
life, for reasons not always obvious; they are usually
repentant, and expiate their one frightful sin in life-
long remorse, although their contrition and the anguish
that consumes them are not always to be traced in their
outward demeanour. The second and largest class
of criminal women include all who have taken to
crime deliberately for their own base purposes; all
who have drifted into it imperceptibly, the result of
inheritance, of early associations, of evil teaching and
example ; all who once embarked in crime are seldom
weaned from it, especially if it has been undertaken
and continued at the instance of or through devotion
to some criminal man, the parent, child, husband,
more often the lover, to whom they are quite as faith-
ful as though bound by the marriage tie. The strength
of attachment shown by such women, their loyalty and
constancy, their patient endurance of suffering and ill
treatment, are bright, almost redeeming qualities in
their degraded character. When once they have fallen
under the evil influence of the male, they will go before
him in audacity and cunning ; but while the partner-
ship or tyranny endures, there is but little hope of their
amendment. More often they drift into the third
class, the lees and residuum of the other two, that of
the habitual and irreclaimable offenders. These are
the hardened and hopeless, the utterly debased and
besotted, who are perpetually passing in and out of
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gaol. They are not the worst, regarded in the light
of the atrocity of their crimes, which have become
serious only by constant repetition, and which do
more injury to the law-breaker than the law. Their
vicious ways are all but ineradicable, the inevitable
consequences of their abject condition and manner of
life; they sell themselves to live, drink to drown
meimory ; rob, if opportunity offers, to gain the means
for further debauchery and oblivion. These are
probably happier, and they are certainly safer both
morally and physically, in gaol than out of it. Out-
side existence is precarious, sodden discomfort or
positive danger ; at large, they are the prey, alternate
plaything or victim, of human fiends who shamefully
misuse them. Inside they find security, a warm and
comparatively comfortable shelter, peaceful, steadying,
not uncongenial employment, sufficient clothing, a
dry clean bed, and if ailing, as is the rule with many,
there is the clean cosy hospital with every necessary
and attentive medical advice. No wonder that the
prospect of a short visit to prison is hailed with satis-
faction by many an unfortunate in her rags or tawdry
finery, that she looks forward to the gaol ‘“bed and
wash-up ” much as the tired Londoner hankers after
his ““ Saturday to Monday ” at the seaside. The pity
of it is that the ebb and flow should be so unremitting,
that these wretched candidates for imprisonment can-
not be more frequently rescued from their abasement.
All honour to the charitable and compassionate who
have organized and strenously support homes and
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refuges for their fallen sisters. Such institutions as
Mrs. Meredith’s Home, and that of the West Riding
at Wakefield, have done much in this direction.
Women who are on the border-land, on the verge of
passing from occasional to habitual crime, have heen
often saved and restored to a decent life by these
means. It is undoubtedly the beneficent action of
these private charities, working side by side with the
Discharged Prisoners’ Aid Societies, that has largely
contributed to the diminution of female crime. Re-
cruiting for the great criminal army is checked ;
many who have been drawn into it are assisted to
desert.

Let us pass on to consider some few individuals
of these several classes more in detail. Of the first
or impulsive animal, a remarkable character was
Marguerite Dixblanc, the French cook who murdered
ber mistress, Madame Riel, in Park Lane. The un-
controllable temper that culminated in the bloody
deed showed itself at times in prison; she was liable
to furious outbursts of rage when vexed or thwarted,
but the habitual demeanour of this tall, robust
creature was orderly ; she was quietly morose rather
than actively savage. She seldom spoke; ignorance
of English was her excuse, although she understood
it, and her only reply to my daily inquiry whether
she was “all right,” was a gloomy shake of her head
and a droop of the eyelids over the dark, lack-lustre
eyes, which could on occasion blaze with the light of
a tiger's. Women often display masculine strength
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and violence ; but a still worse feature is their cold-
blooded cruel insensibility when their jealousy or
other evil passions are aroused. Thus, an old Spanish
gipsy woman, who killed her lover from jealousy, so
far from showing remorse, swore that if he rose from
the grave a hundred times, she would kill him every
time. Another Spanish woman, mad with rage that
her sister had married first, stabbed her to death, and
murdered also the sister’s unborn babe.. Another was
so remorseless that she chased her victim about till,
to escape her, the other hid in the bottom of a well ;
the murderess followed her, threw down stones upon
her, and a quantity of inflammable materials, to
which she applied a torch, and the woman at the
bottom was killed by suffocation. Another mur-
deress, self-confessed, although a certain school of
ingenious jurists still- deny the possibility of her
guilt, was Constance Kent, whom I remember at
Millbank, where she was first employed in the
laundry, and afterwards as a nurse in the infirmary.
A small, mouse-like little creature, with much of the
promptitude of the mouse or lizard surprised, in
disappearing when alarmed. The approach of any
strange or unknown face, whom she feared might
come to spy her out and stare, constituted a real
alarm for Constance Kent. When any one went the
length of asking, “ Which is Constance?” she had
already concealed herself somewhere with wonderful
rapidity and cleverness. She was a mystery in every
way. It was almost impossible to believe that this
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insignificant, inoffensive little person could have cut
her infant brother’s throat under circumstances of
peculiar atrocity. No doubt there were features in
her face which the criminal anthropologist would
have seized as suggestive of instinctive criminality
—high cheek-bones, a lowering, overhanging brow,
and deep-set, small eyes; but yet her manner was
prepossessing, and her intelligence was of a high
order, while nothing could exceed the devoted atten-
tion she gave the sick under her charge as nurse.

The impulsive criminal who has been a  gentle-
woman, or who belonged to the easy or cultured
class, is often a source of infinite trouble and annoy-
ance to the authorities. The sharp contrast between
past and present is irksome and painful beyond
endurance, and superinduces continual repining and
discontent. Their condition is no doubt aggravated
by the hostility generally shown towards them by
their commoner companions; moreover, they weary
the patience of their warders by the endless trouble
they give; they put the superior officers against
them by their querulous and unceasing fault-finding.
There was universal rejoicing when Madame Rachel,
as she was called, left Millbank. She had no friends
inside, and this in spite of her profuse promises to
make the matrons  beautiful for ever.” Madame
Rachel was one of the few prisoners who after release
voluntarily returned to gaol. What was her par-
ticular purpose never transpired, but she called one
day on the Governor of Millbank dressed in satin and
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ostrich feathers, and was shown into his office, where
she sat and talked idly for some time. It was sup-
posed that she wished to astonish her former gaolers
by her splendour.

The second category of females in gaol is naturally
the largest, and includes many and great varieties.
Some were murderesses, but not of the impulsive
kind, goaded into sudden homicide by strong pro-
vocation. Their crime was long premeditated, slowly
and astutely prepared. The female poisoner, of whom
I have met several in prison, belongs to this class, for
poisoning has always been a favourite weapon with
the female resolved to destroy life. There have been
Lucretia Borgias in every age and clime. Instances
_innumerable might be quoted. The famous Aqua
Tofana was invented for female use, and, with the
crime it made so easy, it will always be identified
with the Marchioness of Brinvilliers.

The inducements to use this most despicable and
insidious method of homicide are of course its sim-
plicity, and the facilities it offers to a sex so gener-
ally employed as mistress, housewife, nurse, or cook.!
Men-poisoners—so far as they have been discovered,
and there are well-informed people prepared to assert
that the crime is far more common and successful,

11 find in American statistics the curious fact that females
employed in “ personal service ”” furnish about five-eighths of the
whole number of female homicides in the United States. The
general total was 393, the number of those in personal service

244, and of these 26 were housewives, 50 housekeepers (female),
servants 138, washerwomen 16, and nurses 10.
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though undetected, than is supposed—have been
chiefly those who enjoyed some of the woman’s
fateful advantages, free access and permision to
administer the noxious drugs. They have been
mostly medical men; and among the greatest mis-
creants of this class may be mentioned Palmer, the
wholesale murderer, and Lampson, whose murder of
his brother-in-law by means of a lozenge was a more
recent cause célébre.

A FEMALE PoISONER.

Of the female poisoners I have met, I remember
particularly a woman who gave her master a fowl
boiled with arsenic, who, I think, escaped conviction
for the capital offence through the adroit eloquence of
her counsel. She was a little, snake-like creature, with
handsome, regular features, a soft voice, and very
self-possessed, dignified air. It was her contention
that the charge was all a foolish and absurd mistake,
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that she ought never to have been arrested, but
should be incontinently set free. So she treated her
keepers with disdainful contempt, and passed through
prison protesting against her detention ; but always
with the utmost sang-froid. Another prisoner I saw
in a later stage, at Broadmoor. This was Christina
Edmunds, who gave children poisoned chocolate drops
in the street. When I saw her she was painting
flowers in water-colours, using her brush with infinite
complacency, waving her head to and fro in harmony
with her hand, and smiling in blank self-conceit.
Her eyes were cold, steely grey ; her lips thick, full,
and red, the lower pendulous, showing a very bad set
of teeth. Her face was weak, vapid, foolish, yet it
showed no particular vice. A third, and perhaps the
most atrocious of all poisoners, was the mother who
had condemned her own children to a horrible death
by poisoning with the first lethal substance, vermin-
killer, laudanum, arsenic, or the phosphorus scraped
off a box of matches. This vied in horror with the
case of Rebecca Smith, who in 1849 was sentenced
to death for murdering her baby a month old, who
confessed on the scaffold that she had poisoned seven
of her other children; or the woman Chesham, who
had carried on a large business in removing husbands
by poison for years, both on her account and in
instigating and assisting others. I have seen more
than one of these female fiends in gaol posing as
ill-used martyrs unjustly sentenced, whose misdeeds
place them on a par with the Sara Brownriggs of
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past and the Mrs. Montagues of modern times.
For sheer brutality and cold-blooded cruelty, the
devilish ingenuity and utter indifference to suffering,
where kindliness and sympathy might fairly be
expected, a wicked woman has no equal on earth.
In the protracted agonies inflicted upon the victim
of the Stauntons’ the females of the family took the
lead. There is hardly a parallel to the following,
which I extract from a chaplain’s journal in a far-
north prison :(—*“ M W , convicted of shock-
ing ill-usage of a step-child, who was kept constantly
in a room where the stench was foul enough to
sicken a strong man on entering; who was starved
and beaten ; her poor little diseased body left to rot
uncared for, till it was marvellous how she could
have survived to tell the tale of her unspeakable
tortures.” Strange to say, the chaplain describes
this cruel wretch as “ a very mild and gentle-looking
woman,” a fact worthy of note by the criminal
anthropologists.

I have seen in gaol other murderesses, whether as
accessories or principals. Infanticides, frequently, of
various degrees of guilt ; some meriting compassion,
others so brutal and abandoned, the details of their
deed so revolting, that one death seemed hardly
sufficient expiation. A mulatto girl, who had trans-
mitted her dark skin to her child and victim, a piece
of damning evidence that led to the murderess’ arrest.
Another, a small querulous creature, who had no
regrets for the baby she had killed, but was only
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anxious to legitimize the child still unborn—for
whose sake she had murdered her first child—by -
marriage with the father of both. I remember the
mother of the Horsforth murderer, the wretch who
eventually suffered death for the murder of a little
child of five, whom he had decoyed and cut into
little pieces. She had become particeps criminis by
helping him to conceal the mutilated parts, and it
was through her evidence alone, obtained by the judge
himself after he had given her a life-sentence, that
the son had been convicted. When I saw her she
seemed still utterly crushed by the horror of the
tragedy through which she bad passed. She had
shrunk to nothing, a tiny, shrivelled atom of a
woman, with a pale, pain-drawn face and terror-
stricken eyes. She was no doubt still haunted by
awful sights and memories. Her son had been quite
callous to the last, except that he bore implacable
resentment against his mother as the cause of his
conviction, and positively refused to see her before he
was executed.

The second and third categories of prisoners over-
lap and intermingle. The gay, dashing creature who
has been the willing decoy in great jewel or shop-
robberies often degenerating into the most abject
of habitual gaol inmates. Few female thieves work
alone, or on their own account; they are partners
with one another, hunting often in couples with- a
friend or fancy man, or as members of a large gang.
It is scldom that a woman plans and executes an
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extensive fraud like one who is at present in penal
servitude for a most ingenious and daring will-
forgery. I cannot say whether she has settled down
as yet to accept the inevitable, but during the
many months she was under my observation her
unvarying refrain was the injustice of her sentence.
Her case, so far as it was reported, was perfectly
clear, and I told her so, only to be answered with the
strongest indignation that if I thought so I could not
have followed the evidence closely. The privilege of
petitioning the Secretary of State against conviction,
or sentence, or in mitigation thereof, is never with-
held from a convict, and she made many such
appeals without effect. It is diflicult to persuade the
prisoner that such petitions are closely and carefully
considered, as they undoubtedly are by the highest
officials ; but the fact is, that interference with the
course of law is so rare that petitioners firmly believe
their applications are ignored. Faith in the wisdom of
a judge and the common sense of a jury is a strong
sentiment with us, and it is difficult to believe that
injustice has been done.

One of the most curious characteristics of criminals,
both male and female, is their conservatism, so to
speak, their persistent adherence to a particular line of
crime. When once an offender has embarked in mis-
doing, he or she seldom changes the crime. They
constantly repeat the same offence. I knew one
decrepit old woman in the North, nearly seventy

years of age, who had passed the greater part of her
VOL. II c
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life in prison for stealing wedding-rings. It was her
practice to go, decently dressed, and ask to see
some rings, as her daughter was shortly to be married.
While the stock was shown her, she always tried to
sccrete two or three while pretending to choose
one. I saw her in a country prison, but London was
her favourite hunting-ground. Another woman was
an unvarying pickpocket; she always stole purses,
and if released one weck, would certainly be re-con-
victed the next for the same offence, and when I
knew her she had already expiated it thirty-one
times. An old charwoman, who turned her engage-
ments to good account, always carried off, when
she could, clothes, overcoats, frocks, table-cloths,
even the glass lustres and lamp-brackets from the
walls. Some steal fowls, ducks, some oranges and
lemons, anything exposed in a shop-front. Hotel
robbery is a craze with another class, as it was with
the notorious Tottie Fay, with whom I had an
extended acquaintance up to the time of her removal
to the criminal asylum at Broadmoor. There is a
comic side to this offence, owing to the fact that the
offender is often taken red-handed, and committed to
gaol in the very garb in which she was arrested.
Sometimes it is meagre enough, at others incon-
gruously fine : a silk skirt of some bright colour, and
a white cashmere opera cloak. Tottie’s wardrobe was
always more gorgeous than extensive. I have given
a slight sketch of her proceedings elsewhere, and
under another name.
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It is always the same story, from that of the aristo-
eratic Mrs. G. B, whose elaborate system of swindling,
continued again and again, embraced a banking
account, a good house in the West End, many smart
dresses, and a dashing carriage and pair, to that of
poor old Jane Johnson, committed eighty-one times
for drunkenness and assaulting the police.

One of the great obstacles to the effective control
of female prisoners is the difficulty of maintaining dis-
cipline. There is on the one side an ever-present
tendency to defiance, which soon grows into active
misconduct, and on the other the limitations that
must obviously exist with regard to their punishment
and coercion. The sharpest penalties that can be
imposed are isolation and reduction of diet, but
neither of these can be greatly prolonged without
danger to health and reason. Women cannot be
kept apart and in absolute silence for very long,
while considerations of sex forbid the severer forms
of restraint, and encourage women to still further
defy discipline. An especial weakness is the love of
riot, a fondness for noisy insubordination, shoutings,
and loud outeries. They are much more reckless in
their demeanour, more openly and contemptuously
disrespectful, more careless of the disgrace of their
position. The problem of management is still further
complicated by the rapidity with which the contagion
of misconduct will spread in a female prison. Some-
what too much, perhaps, has been made of the so-called
favourite prison offence of ““ breaking out,” which has
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been called a peculiarly feminine offence. The thought-
ful writer already frequently quoted has closely inves-
tigated it, and come to the conclusion that “it is an
illogical, deliberate attempt at revenge for the pains
and penalties to which their imprisonment subjects
them.” No doubt this is perfectly true; the only
mistake is to suppose that women have a monopoly
of the business, and that *“ breakings out ” do not occur
at the other side of the prison. As a matter of fact
they are just as common among men as women.
The cause is probably the same in both ; an explosion
of insensate rage, venting its whole force upon the
nearest and most fragile things, and having its origin
in deep disappointment and vexation. It is the same
feeling as that which prompts a scolded child to get
into mischief, or even grown-up and non-criminal
men to cut off the tops or blossoms of a flowering
bush under some strong excitement.  Breakings out,”
it may be added, are very frequent in workhouses,
both among male and female inmates.

What is, however, peculiar to the female sex in this
unreasoning exhibition of temper, is its epidemic and
contagious character. When once begun, when the
fashion has been set, it is not easy to stamp it out,
and a single ‘“sporadic ” case soon spreads until the
disease has attacked half the prison. Women are
notoriously imitative, and prisoners are especially
quick to follow a first evil example. I have seen
this repeatedly. One of the most obstinate cases on
record was at Millbank, where the disorder took the




FEMALE DISTURBANCES AT MILLBANK, 21

noisy form of drumming upon cell-doors, first with
fists and next with the soles of the heavy shoes worn
in prison. The operators lay on the ground to get
the right purchase; and when as a last remedy all
shoes were removed, these fanatics continued the
drumming with their bare feet, until they became as
sore and pulpy as if bastinadoed. Millbank, while it
existed as a female prison, was often agitated by
combined disturbances among the female prisoners.
The construction of the buildings favoured it: each
block being a pentagon, or built around four sides
(the fifth being the general passage way), and as all
cells looked into the central open space, communica-
tion across from window to window was easy. A
favourite hour to begin was that of exercise, when
one or more wards were in the central yard. Then
one yell from some malcontent Maenad of those still
in their cells, would ring out clear and defiant, to be
answered promptly, shout for shout, till the whole
place was in an uproar, and it was well if the exercise
could be stopped before the contagion of misconduct
had extended to the fifty or sixty at large in the
yard.

Weakness in the executive, a too yielding and
pampering spirit, generally encourages defiance of
authority in the female prisons. This is often aggra-
vated, for a time, when the bonds of discipline have
been tightened after a period of laxity and undue
concession. Some years ago, in a northern prison,
the female wing had been governed by an aged,
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injudicious matron, who gave in weakly to every
caprice of her charges. - Rules and regulations were
freely broken; the worst women secured the highest
privileges, the easiest employment; they werc per-
mitted to gather together unchecked, three or four
in a cell, to gossip and idle away the time. One
day there was a change in the personnel, a sterner
discipline was imposed with a firmer hand; and
something very like mutiny was the immediate
result. Several score of women *broke out” simul-
taneously, refused to go to work, destroyed clothing
and furniture, congregated together in threatening
groups, and hurled defiance at the whole prison.

I happened to visit it that very morning, and even
at the outer gate, a couple of hundred yards distant,
I could hear the unseemly and unusual din in a place
where cloistered silence is the general rule. I pro-
ceeded straight to the female wing, and as I approached
it my ears were saluted with shouts and yells, the
crash of breaking glass, discordant laughter, snatches
of ribald songs. On entering the building I found
that a number of the mutineers had gone down into
the basement, and barricaded themselves inside the
chamber occupied with the heating apparatus, where
they were snug and warm and beyond all interference.
This was not to be tolerated, and proceeding to the
trap-door that communicated with the underground
premises, I called to the insurgents by name, and
desired them to come up-stairs at once. There was a
short pause, and then I heard a rather sobered voice
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say, *“ Lord save us, it’s' the Major!” and I congratu-
lated myself on the good effect my appearance on the
scene seemed to produce. I was the more pleased as
one by one they ascended the ladder and formed in
a row—a dozen surly but shamefaced women—just
before me in the hall. * Let them be taken to their
cells,” T began to the attendant matrons, when with
one unanimous shriek of derision and defiance, the
whole lot lifted their skirts and ran for their lives,
scuttling up the stairs as hard as they could do to
the topmost floor, and up again into the low open
passage left for ventilating purposes just below the
roof.

For the moment we were beaten, badly beaten, for
there were skylights in this roof, and I soon found
that through each a woman’s head and arms were
protruded, the first uttering piercing cries, the latter
waving petticoats and shawls, all towards the neigh-
bouring male prison. But now I called in a posse of
male officers, and sent a couple of the strongest along
the passage under the roof, with orders to seize each
woman, one by one, and bring her, willy and nilly, to
the top of the stairs. It was an unpleasant duty, full
of difficulty and risk, for the mutineers were mostly
hale, robust creatures, women of low and disreputable
life from a well-known sea-port hard by ; they were
alert and heavy-handed, ready to tear and rend all
who offended or attacked them. But they were
conquered in detail, and as they were brought down
one by one, lodged and locked up securely, each in
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a separate cell. Not that victory was yet assured;
a woman’s voice is still an effective weapon when
denied all other means of offence. The noise in the
prison was as though pandemonium had broken loose.
The yells and cat-calls were incessant, the hammering
and drumming on the door continued without inter-
mission all through the prison, for the subjection of
the first lot of rioters had only roused their fury,
which had spread like wild-fire to all the rest in their
cells.

It was an occasion on which prompt measures were
necessary, and working the wire through London, I
summoned additional strength of female warders
from other neighbouring prisons, and obtained per-
mission to apply any necessary measures for checking
the disturbance. It continued, however, during the
rest of the day, and for the greater part of the night.
When I returned next morning, accompanied by a
magistrate, to execute judgment, the shouting and
yelling, although only intermittent, had by no means
subsided. However, retribution was now at hand,
and exemplary punishment, with restraints for the
most violent, in due course re-established good order.
These female prisoners were never again suffered to
“get their own way.” Since that day a firmer
discipline has been maintained, and the prison, with
many of the very same prisoners in it, is one of the
most orderly in the country. Some of the women
will grin at times in a conscious way, as they “ make
their manners,” or curtsey in answer to my greet-
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ing, and then I know I have spoken to one of the
redoubtable D rioters, who is now clothed in her
right mind.

It is fortunate that while women are thus prone to
fits of grave and protracted insubordination, they are
yet more susceptible to gentle influences than are
men. They may more often be led than driven.
The most sullen and intractable may be won by con-
ciliation, when unbending severity might accentuate.
their resistance to authority. Some say that the
persuasion to which they most readily yield is not
that exercised by their own officers, upon whom they
generally look as their natural enemies. It has been
remarked by two widely different observers that
female prisoners are soonest affected by the counsels
and ministrations of independent, disinterested ad-
visers ; that they are easily touched by the friends
who come to them out of pure charity, and of their
own free-will. It is this probably that gives the nuns -
or sisters to whom the discipline and control of
female prisoners- is generally entrusted abroad, so
much authority over their charges. These devoted
creatures are discharging duties which they have
voluntarily accepted on the highest grounds. The
ordinary official, on the other hand, is a professional,
performing duty for which she is paid, and as such
“has no moral weight, but simply wastes time in
preaching to a prisoner.” ' The author of Scenes from
a Silent World has arrived at the same conclusion,

1 Guillot, Prison de Parts.
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and gives a remarkable instance of the conquest of
a woman in the last stage of outrage and defiance
by the friendly interposition of an outside visitor.
There may be truth in the general principle, but it
must be accepted with some reserve. Inexperienced
visitors are so easily misled ; they may be subject to
8o much imposition by designing hypocrites who can
assume any mood, that their aid is more often
mischievous than beneficial.

It is, however, refreshing to note amidst so much
that is dark and forbidding, the existence of some
glimmerings of better feeling in female prisoners.
However sunk and degraded, they will at times
exhibit gratitude, self-sacrifice, chivalrous and kindly
emotions. Some marked instances of this I have
thrown into the form of narratives, which are in the
main authentic. These feelings may be evanescent,
but they are real and tangible while they last.
Under the wildest and most uncontrolled impulses
lies a passionate strength of affection, which will be
freely lavished on any near object; upon the poor
puling innocent infant who is suffered to share the
mother’s incarceration, upon a prisoner friend, upon
any prison pet, one of the many cats in the prison
kitchen, the birds that make their way into the
prison hall, even upon the officer with whom they
may be in daily conflict. One woman thus amply
endowed with the unbounded power of love *at-
tached herself vehemently” to a friend she found
within the walls of the prison, * through whom she
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learnt to know the supreme Object of an adoration
that could alone satisfy and subdue her ardent
nature.” !

The religious sentiment i strong at times in female
prisoners, although that of English women does not
in my experience equal that of prisoners abroad.
Whether called by the highest name or mere supersti-
tion, there is a touching simplicity in the way French
prisoners show their devoutness. The most abandoned
will spend the pittance painfully earned at their daily
toil in candles or flowers for the altar, instead of on
small creature comforts at the canteen. Women
leaving prison for the court, where they can only
. expect conviction and sentence, will kneel and pray
fervently as they pass a shrine. Their companions
who remain behind will also follow them with their
prayers, and will burn candles to their favourite
saints in supplication for their friends on trial. These
are facts based upon the experience of a shrewd
observer, who was decidedly of opinion that criminal
women are more susceptible to good advice than men,
more easily moved to repentance.

Women are no doubt more impressionable, more
sanguine, more easily depressed than men. Nothing -
shows their hopefulness more, the clinging depend-
ence of woman’s nature, than the reliance placed in
their counsel, when they have one. I have read that
a writing on the wall—one of those chance inscrip-
tions in which prisoners of both sexes and in all

1 Scenes from a Silent World. '
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countries publicly pour out their most secret thoughts
—was found once in the Souriciére, the * secret”
side of the old French prison of the Conciergerie. It
was in a female hand, and ran, “I bave been taken
up for theft, three thousand francs, but I've got an
advocate | "—and at the end was a large note of
admiration, intended to convey the full sense of her
hopeful satisfaction. The lawyer who is to assist a
woman at her trial is her providence, her salvation ;
she would like to see him daily, hourly ; continually
sends for him, and is in despair at his absence or
fancied neglect.

Women, too, a few of the most unnatural and de-
praved alone excepted, possess certain instinctive feel-
ings which under certain conditions show them in a
pleasing light. The instinct of maternity is strong
in them. The prisoner mother is as proud of her
offspring, as watchful over her, as jealous for her, as
is the purest and least soiled of her sex. Nothing
as a rule more triumphantly conquers misconduct
than the threat to remove an infant from her mother’s
care. The only bright and redeeming side to the
dark prison picture is the prison nursery and the
babies’ ward, where the poor little gaol-born brats will
- crow merrily, and stretch out their chubby fingers
towards their mothers’ keepers and task-mistresses.
But the exercising-yard, when the mothers’ ward is
out, is a painful sight, and no one can look at the sad
circle of women, each bearing her baby in her arms,
without pondering on the future of these little ones.
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There are however real and fictitious mothers to be
found in gaol, and of all the strange crimes, that of
the woman in the East Riding convicted of stealing a
neighbour’s child was the strangest. The woman who
really owned it swore that immediately after her confine-
ment she gave it to her neighbour to have it registered.
Her friend took it, registered it as her own child, and
kept it altogether. Nothing would induce her to
surrender the child ; even when arrested and charged
with the theft, she persisted in declaring that it was
her own. The case was clearly against her. The
most unmistakable medical evidence proved that she
had never been a mother at all. In the end the
infant. was restored by the court to its own parent,
and this without having recourse to the extreme
measures adopted by King Solomon to settle a similar
dispute. The false mother did twelve months’ im-
prisonment for the offence, but always posed as an
ill-used and unjustly sentenced woman.

I will now pass on to further illustrate certain
phases of female prison character in narratives of
episodes that have come under my own observation.
I have especially selected cases which show the poor
creatures in the most favourable light, instances in
which their better feelings are in the ascendant, or
have been evoked by touching the still tender spot
under the hardened outside shell.



CHAPTER II

THREE FEMALE CHARACTERS.

Shurley’s infant—Shurley’s wives—The real wife—Drusilla
Drane—Shurley a hawker, or tally-man—The second Mrs.
Shurley—Conflicts—Drusilla’s misconduct—Her removal to
Woking—Again in trouble— Whose baby ?— Drusilla’s
charge—Flossie Fitzherbert—The murderous assault—The
matron’s grief—Flossie’s antecedents—Her appearances—
Attempts to rescue and reform her—Bars her cell—Matron
and Flossie face to face-—Flossie conquered—Matron’s serious
illness—Effect on the prisoners —Flossie’s tribute—Minxie
Bligh—Not a common prisoner, but ‘“a real lady”—Minxie’s
taste in dress—Her personal adornment—In trouble—Inter-
views ‘ mosheer”—The magistrates—The inspector—Her
attitude to her fellow-prisoners—Feud with Dossor—Causes
—Thirst for revenge—Goes to hospital to secure it—Dossor’s
devoted care—The feud ended.

I

“ SHURLEY'S infant to have three pints of milk
daily,” was the entry made by the medical officer in
the extra diet book at Hawksfield Gaol.

“ How is she—Shurley I mean ?” asked the matron,
reading over his shoulder.

“As bad as she can be, poor creature—cannot
possibly live.” .

“Dear, dear! I never suspected that,” said the
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matron, with much feeling. ‘Poor thing! And
that chil ?

“Yes, exactly : that child. It ought never to
have been allowed to come here. They should have
gent it straight to the prison workhouse. But, then,
Shurley was not thought to be in any great danger,
I suppose, when ,she was admitted.”

“ What is it now, sir ! Anything fresh ?”

‘“Internal injuries. That fiend—he must have
kicked her cruelly in some vital part. The poor
woman was very delicate, and now she stands simply
no chance.”

“ He will be hanged, I trust.”

“That’s what he richly deserves, although the law
does not seem to think wife-beating, or even wife-
murder, a very atrocious offence.”

“Wife? Why, he isn't her husband at all. She’s
no right to be called Shurley. The real Mrs. Shurley
is one Drusilla Drane.”

“Drusilla Drane? God bless my soul !” exclaimed
the good old doctor ; ‘I never heard that before.”

“It’s the fact, sir; and, what’s more, it was that
which first put Drusilla astray. She was fond of
her man in her own peculiar fashion. You know she
has strong feelings.”

The doctor nodded. He had had sufficient experi-
ence of Drusilla’s feelings, which, in other words,
meant a fiendish, unappeasable temper.

“Well, there’s good in her, sir, as well as bad,
I believe, and the last has been uppermost for some
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time. But she would not have been half so bad
if that villain Shurley had not deserted her, and
taken up with this other woman, whom he has still
more cruelly ill-used.”

“Does Drane know what has happened; that
Shurley is here on what will probably be a capital
charge? That this woman who supplanted her is
dying, and from what cause ?”

“I doubt it, sirr Who was to tell her? And
why should we? It would probably have sent her
off on the rampage, and she has been keeping pretty
quiet of late. You know, sir, what a relief that is
to us.”

Drusilla Drane was one of those prisoners who at
times make the lives of their officers almost intoler-
able. She was of the same type as Baldock, alias
Flossie Fitzherbert, whose doings will be chronicled
directly ; but the first-named was a Londoner, a pure
Cockney, with all her native smartness developed by
criminal life in the great metropolis; she was more
impudently and ingeniously defiant when the fit of
opposition to authority was upon her, more liable to
sudden excesses of rage, more impulsive and more
reckless in her retaliation for what she deemed cross-
ing or affront. Drausilla, on the other hand, was a
provincial, country bred, although resident, when at
large, in a populous Midland town ; there was York-
shire blood in her, with a strong strain of Irish, and
this pedigree made her stolid and sturdy, slow to
wrath, yet wildly passionate when roused ; ungovern-
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able in her rage, unyielding and almost implacable—
a species of madness then possessed her; it was little
less than aberration of intellect ; reason was for the
moment unseated by hysteria in its latest and most
terrible form.

She was a strapping, well-made wench, still quite
young ; tall and of large proportions ; not bad-looking
when her features were not distorted by passion ; the
blue “ Irish” eyes did not always flash the fire of
bloodthirsty hate, and could melt into pleasant,
almost insinuating mildness. She had an abundance
of dark red hair, on which she bestowed much pains,
and cut (despite all regulations) into a monstrously
becoming fringe, but which, when she was in a
tantrum, had a trick of getting loose, and casting
dark shadows over her lowering face. Drusilla had
great personal strength, undaunted courage and
endurance, and a voice of great compass, not always
most musical in its tones, qualities that served her
well when the dark fit was on her, and she had
thrown herself into rebellious opposition to discipline
and authority.

There was much in her private history to entitle
Drusilla to a certain sympathetic pity. It was true,
as the matron had told the doctor, that she had
been very badly used. When working as a farm-
servant at Acton Cotes, Shurley had first crossed her
path. He was a hawker—what is commonly known
in those parts as a “ tally-man,” or “ menage man,” one

who carried his well-filled pack through the country
VOL. II. D
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districts and tempted weak women with ribbons and
“ fallals,” for which, as he declared, they might pay
when they pleased. The credit system, thus started,
was always unknown to the bread-winner, the hard-
working labourer, or small employé, whose absence
was first carefully espied before the menage man
ventured to plant his goods. Shurley was greatly
struck with the comeliness of Drusilla; her industry
was remarkable, and her character stood high. A wife
of this sort would keep his home in Hawkspool com-
fortable, and his honour safe, during his long absences
on the road. Drusilla proved all he expected, and a
little more. She was hard-working, obedient, well-
behaved, but she had strong opinions as to conduct ;
and while willing enough to keep straight herself, she
would not tolerate faithlessness in her spouse. But
when Shurley stayed away for months at a time,
urging that trade was bad, and leaving Drusilla to
earn her own living, her suspicions were aroused, and
she presently discovered that her husband, like more
aristocratic roués, had a second establishment in a
neighbouring city, and a second Mrs. Shurley, with no
real title to the name.

Drusilla grew mad with jealousy, a passion which
only showed now for the first time. She panted for
revenge, and took the first train for Hawksham, where
she found the second Mrs. Shurley—a small, fragile,
delicately-constituted creature—enjoying the esteem
of her neighbours, and posing as a lawfully wedded
wife. Shurley was absent on business, and the two
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women stood face to face. Drusilla made only a
mouthful of Emily Ann. When the latter’s despair-
ing cries for help summoned neighbours, and eventu-
ally the police, Emily Ann lay like a mere bundle of
rags upon the floor. Drusilla was a stranger in
Hawksham ; she had not brought her ¢ lines,” and
the magistrates, disbelieving her story of the priority
of her claim to Shurley, sent her to Hawksham Gaol
for six months for a brutal and unprovoked assault.
It was at Hawksham that Drusilla first exhibited
the intractable side of her character. She was new to
prison life, its restrictions and restraints, still smarting
under a sharp sense of outrage, of great wrongs
endured. Her husband had used her shamefully ; her
vengeance upon the usurping wife was only meritori-
ous ; to punish her for it the rankest injustice. They
had no right to put her in gaol ; she would not obey
the rules, or work, or do anything she was told. For
the first week or two she lay huddled up all of a
heap upon the floor, in a state of sullen, silent semi-
stupor, moaning continuously, refusing food, deaf to
all remonstrance. The necessity for administering
sustenance by force roused her at last. Now she
changed suddenly into furious activity, struggled,
fought, bit, tore, scratched, and otherwise demeaned
herself most violently. She was such a wild beast,
and looked so savage and threatening, that the female
officers were afraid to tackle her, and the male
warders were called in to subdue her by their superior

strength. They handcuffed her with difficulty, but
D2
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this physical restraint only maddened her the more.
Nothing could stop the torrent of her foul-mouthed
abuse ; her language was so awful, her occasional
yells so long, piercing, and discordant that it was
necessary to remove her to a punishment cell, and
this was only accomplished after a severe struggle,
which ended in her being carried there like a bale.
When a woman starts like this in the wrong
direction she seldom regains the right groove.
Drusilla, moreover, depressed and dejected as she
was by the complete shipwreck of her domestic
happiness, found positive delight in defying discipline
and making continual disturbance. , She persisted in
her misconduct to the very end of her sentence, and
left Hawksham Gaol with a very bad name. It
followed her wherever and into whatever gaol she
" went. She visited many ; all, indeed, in the neigh-
bourhood ; and was equally notorious in all. For,
once upon the downward path, she followed it always.
She was by no means satisfied with the first summary
vengeance inflicted on Emily Ann. The moment she
was set free she sought her enemy again, meaning to
renew her attack. Shurley, no doubt anticipating this,
had moved from Hawksham, and tried to hide in
another town. But there was no escaping Drusilla.
She made it her business to find the Shurleys, and did
so, always with unpleasant consequences for the two
women. Emily Ann was grievously battered about,
and Drusilla paid the penalty of her triumph in gaol.
They came to know her very well at Hawksham,
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Hawksfield, and Jewbury, and she was perpetually
in one or the other. At Hawksfield she especially
distinguished herself. After a long conflict with
authority, she had been removed to the punishment-
cell for destroying all her cell furniture. She held
the place against all comers, so that a male officer
had to be employed to take in her meals to her.
This was an added affront, which Drusilla tried to
wipe out by making a most murderous assault upon
the man, whom she had wounded seriously, but with
what weapon it was for a long time impossible to
discover. At last they took from her a very hard
and thick hairpin which she had secreted, and after
straightening it had patiently sharpened one end till it
formed a very cruel and dangerous instrument. With
this she had endeavoured to gouge out the officer’s
eyes, but fortunately had only wounded him in the
cheek.

She was in due course committed for trial at the
assizes on a charge of wounding with intent, but in #
the interval managed to keep the officials busy.u
Assaults, outbreaks, smashes were matters of almost
daily occurrence with her, until one day, in a wild
paroxysm of rage, she broke everything in her cell—
every pane of glass, every article—tore up her bed-
ding and her clothes into little shreds, and then
barricaded herself in. At last the door was forced ;
the governor himself and two male officers rushed in,
seized her, laid her with her face:downward on the
floor. One officer sat upon her feet, the other drew
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her hands behind her back, when the governor smartly
put the ¢ figure-of-eight ” handcuffs on her wrists.

“Ah! you've come yourself, have you, old man ?”
cried Drusilla, taking the presence of the governor as
a great personal compliment. “ Hold up a bit. T’l}
do far worse than this yet.” .

But in the evening when he visited her she spoke
to him quite affably.

“I know what’s brought you here—it’s the hand-
cuffs. You've got to change them to the front.”

Yes, that was so. The rules prescribe that hand-
cuffs of this pattern, which are a somewhat stern
instrument of restraint, shall be removed at night
from back to front; they would be far too painful,
and sleep would be impossible, if they were kept in
the former irksome position.

“Suppose I take them off altogether,” said the
governor with kindly meaning, * will you behave
yourself 2” .

“It wouldn't be no manner of good,” replied
Drusilla, frankly. ““It's too soon. I should be just
as bad again before to-morrow. I can’t help myself
while the fit is on me.”

Next morning the fit had passed, but left her sullen
and silently smouldering, like a half-extinguished fire.

The time had now arrived for removing her to
Hawksham, where the assizes were to be held, and
where she was to take her trial. To get her over
quietly was the first thought of the governor, and yet
he did not feel sure it could be accomplished. How-
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ever, he went to her where she still lay in the semi-
dark punishment-cell, and spoke to her fairly.

“It’s all over now, Drane, isn't it? We will take
off the cuffs. Throw back the shutter,” he ordered.
“ Let in the light.”

“ You only do that to see the keyhole of the cuffs,”
remarked Drusilla defiantly,

“I did it on purpose. It’s bright and fine to-day,
and I want you to see a little of the sunshine the last
day you are here.” '

“ Well, colnul, you're real grit. No one else would
‘a thought of that. You're a white man, a daisy, a
proper handsome old soldier ” (only twenty-four hours
before she had called him a “ white-whiskered,
salmon-nosed son of a gun”), “and I won’t do
nothing more to vex you. Honest Ingun, I won't.
I'll keep good, strike me silly if I don’t, as long—as
long as—I am here.”

She went off next day in state. In spite of her
sudden, smooth-faced submissiveness, great precau-
tions were taken with 'her. She was handcuffed, and
from one of the bracelets a light steel chain was
appended which joined another cuff upon a male
officer’s wrist. He was on her left hand ; a female
officer walked upon her right; a third, in command
of the escort, followed close behind. A cab was
waiting at the gate to convey the party to the rail-
way-station, and it so happened that a grey horse was
harnessed in the shafts.

“Glory! glory!” cried Drusilla, in great glee.
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“ I never was made so much of in all my life before.
It's a great day for Ireland. I'm like as if I was
going on my honeymoon—but not with Shurley!
By the Lord, I'd rather go to his wake !”

Drusilla did not return from Hawksham. The
offence for which she was tried was deemed so serious,
the assault had been so bloodthirsty, and she had so
many previous convictions, that the presiding judge
decided to send her to penal servitude for five years.
So Drane passed on direct from Hawksham to
“ Woking Female,” and a great gladness filled the
Hawksfield staff at being well rid of her for so
long.

For a long time nothing was heard of her. It was
vaguely reported that she had succumbed to the
stronger and more equable discipline of a convict
prison, and that, except on one occasion when she
had come to blows with a fellow-convict, whose false
teeth she knocked fairly down her throat, her conduct
had been almost exemplary. Some of the good results
" of this firm treatment were still apparent when next
she reappeared in Hawksfield Gaol ; for in due course
she earned her ticket-of-leave, was released, returned
home, and renewed her vendetta against the Shurleys,
whose house she tried to burn over their heads. Her
licence had been revoked for this; she was ordered
to complete her original sentence, and had been some
weeks in prison when the irony of fate bad secured
her an unlooked-for and much deeper vengeance upon
the woman she loathed. The two Shurleys had been
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charged by the police with receiving stolen goods, and
the man believed that Emily Ann had “put him
away.” He had seized a moment when the watch
upon him was relaxed, and with unbridled, murderous
ferocity had attacked the poor wretch who had so
long supplanted his lawful wife. They were both
brought to Hawksfield to await trial as receivers ; but
it was clearly the opinion of good judges that the
victim would not survive, and the man would be
arraigned on a far graver charge.

Drusilla was in complete ignorance of what had
occurred until the day after the doctor had condemned
Emily Ann; but then, as the real wife was washing
down the landings, just outside her cell door, she saw
Miss Maynard passing, and leading a tiny female child
by the hand.

“ Mayn’t I speak to her, miss?” asked Drusilla,
shyly ; and, when permission was accorded, she took
the white, fragile-looking infant into her arms and
fondled it, kissing it hungrily and repeatedly. She
doated on children, and had been altogether denied
these blessings. * Whose i3 it ?”

“Shurley’s,” replied the warder, unthinkingly.

A dark cloud at once obscured the brightness of
Drusilla’s humanized face.

“Not Emily Ann’s? Take it, miss; I'd be sorry
to do it an injury ; but ’tisn’t safe with me.”

“She’s dying—Shurley. Didn’t you know ?”

“ What, here in quod? What are you telling me ?
What brought her here ?”
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Miss Maynard briefly told the whole story, to which
Drusilla listened with breathless attention.

“Silly fool! She’s brought it on herself to trust
to such a treacherous cur. He never struck me; I
wouldn’t ’a let him—not if there was a knife anyways
near. But he can’t have cared for her any more.
But is she really so bad ?”

“So Dr. Shadwell says; and the child’s to be
brought up by hand. It's been weaned, you know ;
only it was so weak and puling they couldn’t part it
from its mother. That’s why she brought it in with
her. But they've got to separate them now.”

“ What yer going to do with it, miss ?”

“The matron said Sissons was to have it to take
care of ; she’s had the nursing of several.”

“Mayn’t I have it, miss? Let me—do,” asked
Drusilla, pleading hard, and with a strangely soft look
in her wild, tiger-like eyes.

“You—after what you said just now? Why,
you'd murder her!” and the young warder folded
the child in her arms to protect it.

“I didn’t know then ; I hadn’t heard. But it's so
different now. You'll let me have it, miss, or ask the
matron, won’t you? Don’t you see, I have the first
right to it. Why, it’s my husband’s child.”

This curious argument was not convincing to Miss
Maynard, but she referred the question to her supe-
riors. The governor himself was consulted on the
subject, and his decision was in favour of Drusilla.
She was given charge of her rival’s child, but without
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that rival’s knowledge. Indeed, poor Emily Ann was
past all appreciation of what its fate might be, having
by this time lost all consciousness, and entered already
the grim portals of death. Towards the end they
came to Drusilla for the child.

“The poor thing won’t recognize it, but we think
it right to lay the child in its mother’s arms before
she goes,” they exclaimed almost apologetically to
Drusilla, who quite resented the removal of the child
even on such good grounds.

She had already made it her own; had devoted
herself to-it heart and soul, lavishing upon it the
most extravagant endearments; tended it with the
exuberant care of a large-hearted woman hitherto
denied all outlet for maternal affections.

“I grudge it to her, and that’s a fact,” she said
surlily. “I can’t bear to part with it.”

“Well, bring it to the hospital yourself,” they
suggested.

“ No, mum ; that’s what I could not do,” she replied,
with a determined shake of the head. “I couldn’t
look at—at that other woman, not with the right
sort of feelings. She spoilt my life, and I cannot
forgive her even now.”

With woman’s inconsistency, her fierce and undying
enmity was almost entirely concentrated upon Emily
Ann, the woman who had supplanted her—so she
preferred to believe—in her husband’s affections. It
had been all her fault, not Shurley’s, who was a fool,
easily beguiled by a new face, and not an arch-traitor,
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who had sacrificed two women to his vile, over-
mastering passions. No sooner had the victim to his
brutality passed away than she began to think less
hardly of her faithless husband. The episode was
ended so far as she was concerned ; his punishment
was only beginning, and its severity drew her towards
him in sympathy and commiseration.

Shurley was tried on the capital charge, found
guilty, and duly sentenced to suffer the extreme
penalty of the law. This, however, was commuted
to penal servitude for life. Then it was that Drusilla,
his lawful wife, begged and obtained “a visit”—an
interview, that is to say, under the usual restrictions.
Separated by distance and iron gratings, in the
presence and full hearing- of watchful warders, she
saw ‘“her old man” and spoke to him. What could
she find to say to this wretch with blood on his
hands, the cause and origin of her decadence ?

Neither reproach nor upbraiding; not a sign of
exultation at the righteous Nemesis that had over-
taken him. Only brave, although wuncouth, and
homely words of encouragement; of brusque but
tender pity ; assurances of her forgiveness; promises,
low-spoken but earnest, to do fairly by the child.

“ What child ?” stupidly asked Shurley, speaking
for the first time, his dulled and brutal nature alto-
gether out of touch with the finer emotions now
uppermost in the woman he had wronged.

“ Emily Ann’s—your child. Don’t you remember ?
I mean to look after it; to work for it; keep honest
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for it; and by and by, when you come out
again . _

“That brat!” cried Shurley angrily, as the light
at last broke in on him; and then, with a torrent of
wild imprecations upon its murdered mother, he
added, “ It ought to have been scragged, the spawn
of an informer! If I had my way I'd 7

But now the officials interposed, and abruptly ended
this unseemly outbreak. The visit was terminated,
Shurley was led away, and Drusilla never heard of or
from him again. She was, however, as good as her
word. The child became hers in everything but the
name. She was encouraged in her good resolves by
kindly souls who appreciated the nobility of her
conduct. They helped her on her release to find
employment at a distance, where her antecedents were
unknown. The last news heard of Drusilla Drane
was entirely satisfactory, and the child was doing
well.

II.

“Here, you Baldock, or Plantagenet, or Fitz-
herbert, or whatever you call yourself, make haste.
Hurry up with that bottle; the infirmary officer
wants to refill it.”

The speaker was Miss Marwood, a female warder
standing on the ground-floor of Pentagon Five in the
old Millbank Penitentiary.

“] am coming as fast as I can, miss,” responded
an angry voice from above; and presently a woman
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descended the three flights slowly to the ground-floor,
where she stood facing her officer with arms akimbo
and a dark, scowling face. “ We ain’t paid to run in
this ’ere prison paradise,” she went on. “If I'm not
fast enough for you on my ten toes, why, get me a
steam tricycle or a blooming balloon.”

“You don’t deserve the privilege of being a cleaner
and of outside employment. I shall report you and
get vou sent back to your cell,” replied Miss Marwood
severely. “You're getting into the wrong groove,
Baldock.”

“ My name’s not Baldock; it's Flossie Fitzherbert.
That’s what T was ¢ took’ in, and it was good enough
for the beak, and it'll have to do for you, Miss Hang-
man’s daughter. I wouldn’t be called Marwood ; I'd
precious soon change that name if I were you.”

“ No more insolence, Baldock, if you please. I've
given you the name you've been known by here at
least twenty times before.”

“But I won’t be called it now, and so I tell you,
Miss Hangman ; I don’t choose it—there.”

One of the worst traits in this rather typical female
prisoner was an ungovernable temper. She was
easily roused to wrath, and was quite unconscious
what she did or said when she was in a rage. Female
criminals often display this peculiar ‘“shortness” of
temper. It comes of despair or recklessness, unavailing
regrets for a lost and irrevocable past, the hopeless-
ness of recovery, or of any brighter future to be
regained.
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“Give me the bottle, and go back to your cell,
Fitzherbert,” said the officer coldly, and she should
have said no more. But she added, “I shall report
you for insolence and disobedience. You'll lose your
job of cleaning, as you richly deserve.”

“Give you the bottle! Take it, then. There!
and there!” These last words, spoken in fierce anger,
served to emphasize a couple of murderous blows
aimed full at the face of the unprepared and helpless
warder, one of which caught her on the forehead, the
other on the ear, both inflicting serious wounds.

Miss Marwood staggered and would have fallen, but
for a desk she found at her elbow, against which she
steadied herself while she faintly cried aloud for help.
When assistance arrived—only tardily, for it was the
breakfast-hour, and she alone was on duty in the wards
—she had fainted, and lay there upon the stone floor
in a great pool of blood. The bottle which had so
grievously wounded her lay in fragments by her side,
but her truculent assailant, terrified no doubt at the
consequences of her cowardly and brutal act, was no
longer to be seen; she had retired hastily to the
recesses of her own den ; had barricaded herself inside
her cell by planting her bed-board against the door,
and had declined to come out or hold any communi-
cation with the outer world.

“Bad as she’s been, she’s never done anything so
bad as this before,” said the worthy and rather weary-
eyed matron, Mrs. Le Grice, who had served long
and faithfully, and was now in failing health. ¢ Dear,
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dear, what a trial this woman is, and yet I'm sorry
for her; no, I'm not, when I think of poor Miss
Marwood, who won'’t be fit for duty for weeks, perhaps
months, and will probably be disfigured for life.
These women ! these women !”

They would be the death of her yet, these wretches,
with their perpetual misconduct—misconduct which
had so many forms, now stagnating in sullen opposition,
now blazing up into sudden fits of furious savagery
and rebellion. Poor Mrs. Le Grice was no longer
strong ; she was growing less and less equal to her
arduous duties ; yet she still showed unflinching firm-
ness in their discharge, and ruling her troublesome
charges with an admirable alternation of tact and
severity which generally cowed them and often won
their respect.

No one of them needed more delicate handling
than Flossie Fitzherbert, who was a curiously variable
creature ; now mild as milk, a coy, sucking-dove ;
now wild and indomitable, a rapidly raving virago, a
terror to all who had to do with her. It all depended
upon her temper, and the way she was taken at the
time. She was so capricious, so easily offended and
put out. Poor Miss Marwood had mortally offended
her by refusing to remember the last of the many
high-sounding aliases which, like thick mist, had
covered up and obscured her real name. Miss Flossie
Fitzherbert was as proud of her appellation as a newly
created peer of the title which so often conceals his
identity from his old friends. Then the threat to
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deprive her of the privilege of leaving her cell was a
fresh and more grievous annoyance. The catastrophe
which followed was almost a matter of course, although
never in her many previous sentences of imprisonment
had Flossie so seriously committed herself. Now,
however, she was certain to do the whole of her
present “time” in that same dangerous attitude of
insubordination and overt defiance of authority.
The uncertainty how Flossie would behave always
made her advent at Millbank anything but acceptable
to the female staff, or, indeed, to those among the
male officers who were likely to be called in to over-
power her in one of her ungovernable frenzies. And
she was continually “coming in.” She spent much
more of her time inside than outside the famous old
gaol. Freedom was with her the exception—the
holiday ; imprisonment was her normal condition, the
serious business of her life. The offences which
brought her to Millbank had always a strong family
likeness. They invariably began with theft of a
more or less bold and brazen kind; then followed
drunkenness with uproarious and disorderly conduct,
ending always in an aggravated assault upon the police.
The latter was the constant and unfailing finish of
every escapade; a ‘‘copper” was her natural and
hereditary foe, and to go for him when she was in
liquor as much a matter of instinct as for a ferret to
fly at a rabbit. It was always the same history—the
same sad experience. First the excitement of the

chase, the keen hunt for funds, then the wild orgie,
VOL. IL E
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then chaos ; last of all the awakening in a police cell
from a dreamless, soddened sleep,-in an agony of
pain and discomfort, sore in every limb, with one or
both eyes blackened, and wounds still open or bleed-
ing. A brief interview with “ the beak ” ended always
in a ride in “ Black Maria” with a few choice friends,
all bound for a more or less lengthened stay in the
old ““Tench,” the great penitentiary on the Thames.

Within a few days of her reception she became a
changed character, at least in outward appearance.
Soap and water, neat clothing, and & complete absti-
nence from drink transformed her from the frowsy,
battered, half-bemused drab into a clean, tidy, not
- uncomely creature. She had enough of former good
looks remaining to have been almost attractive but
for the worn, dissipated face, the almost constant
scowl on her brow, and the dark gleam in her eyes,
which plainly foretold some violent and passionate
outbreak if she was thwarted or thought herself ill-
used. No one knew her weakness better than herself
—that she could not at times exercise the least self-
control, that her ill-temper must get the better of her
and hurry her into excesses of which the assault upon
Miss Marwood was one, and perhaps the worst,
specimen.

Yet she was not wholly bad ; the frank admission
of her faults proved this. It might have been calcu-
lation, but it scrved her well by rather disarming
reproof and softening the retribution so often her due.
It won her a certain sympathy too; well-intentioned
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- superiors were inclined to see room for improvement
in this strange compound of fierceness and abject con-
trition. More than once a philanthropic lady visitor
had tried to rescue and reform her. After one of her
exemplary phases she had been taken to a refuge, one
of those Good Samaritan Homes especially organized
for the reclamation of such poor outcasts by inculcating
honest labour and the sweets of a cleanly, orderly life.
But soon Flossie Fitzherbert suffered from the nostalgia
of erime. All work became irksome, all wholesome
restraint intolerable. Her long pent-up feelings
suddenly bubbled over like a volcano : she started a
mutiny at the wash-tubs, scorched and ruined all the
fine linen with the flat-irons, and when removed to
a cell made a bonfire of her bed-clothes at the gas-jet,
and nearly burnt the whole place down. The chaplain
next took her in hand, and readily fell in with a wish
she expressed, when in one of her gentle moods, to try
a new life in a new land. He took infinite trouble to
get her a passage to Australia, where she was to be
taken into service on arrival by a charitable lady
courageous in well doing. A nice little subscription
got up among the officials, who were, perhaps, glad to
be well rid of her, provided Flossie with a sufficient
outfit for the voyage, one or two neat and sober-hued
dresses, and a portmanteau, the first she had ever
possessed of her own. There was money enough over
and above to leave a sum in cash, which was to be
handed to her on landing in the Antipodes. Much

more notable people have had a less cordial “send
E 2
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off” than Miss Flossie. Yet within a month she was
back in London and at her old game. Her conduct
had been so outrageous on board the steamship
Woolloomooloo that the captain would have put her
ashore at Aden, only she saved him the trouble by
eloping with a steerage steward at Suez. Her return
home she herself signified to the good chaplain, and
in a novel way. Hec was awakened one morning about
dawn by an affray under his bedroom window, and
saw Flossie fighting with a policeman, who had objected
to her calling upon her friend * the croaker ” at this
unseemly hour.

It was in expiation of this last outrage that she
was now in Millbank, where, as we have seen, she
bad got into very serious trouble, and was now
determined to “bar out” the officers from her cell.

All efforts to coax her out of her retreat were un-
availing ; threats were equally useless. She was
master of the situation, and it was evident from the
noises within that she was not satisfied with passive
defiance. What is known in prison language as a
“break out” was in progress; she was making hay
with her furniture and belongings; repeated crashes
of glass told of the smashing of every pane in her
window ; the ripping and tearing which followed
meant the destruction into smallest fragments of
blankets, counterpane, and sheets. Worse than all,
the contagion of misconduct was extending to the
Pentagon G and below, where a couple of hundred
women were now at exercise, and many of them
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were growing mad with excitement at the noises in
the cell above, which they perfectly well understood,
and to which they were beginning to respond by noisy
laughter, loud shouts, and yells of approval. The
whole place was in an uproar, and it seemed doubtful
how the riot would be quelled.

But Mrs. Le Grice, the calm, self-possessed, and
long-experienced matron, was equal to the occasion.
She motioned to her assistants, who stood in a little
breathless crowd just outside Fitzherbert’s room, to
stand back. ' ’

“ Leave her to me. Go away. I think I can
manage her best alone.”

Then, in the first pause of the commotion, the first
quiet moment, she spoke up clearly and calmly—

“ Fitzherbert, let me open your door!”

No answer, but the noise inside was not renewed.

“Come. You know who it is? Why do you give
me so much trouble ? You know how it annoys, how
it pains me. Open your door.”

Now there was a sound as of falling timbers; the
plank-bed board had been thrown down inside, and
the matron, running back the outer bolt of the wooden
door, threw it open without difficulty, disclosing behind
the bars of the iron or outer gate the form of Flossie
Fitzherbert ; wild, dishevelled, her dress torn and dis-
ordered, her cap awry, and great masses of dead-black
bair half hiding her pale and downcast face.

The two stood there silently facing each other for
some time. At last the matron caught Flossie’s
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upward, furtive, and already deprecating eyes, and
holding them in a firm, reproving, but not unkindly
look, said—

“Now, Fitzherbert, we've had enough of this.
You must come out and take the consequences.”

“Is she very bad, mum ?” asked Flossie un-
graciously, but yet there was regret and self-reproach
in her face and in her tone. ‘Do tell me—Miss
Marwood, I mean.”

“The doctors are with her; she is still insensible.
You may have killed her in your blind, passionate
rage.”

“No, no, mum ; I wish I may die if I meant to
hurt her—like that. But she aggravated me so.”

“Miss Marwood was doing her duty, Fitzherbert.
We all try to do that here; only some of you make
it very hard for us,” and with the thought a spasm of
pain darkened her face as she put her hand to her
side.

“I know we're a bad lot,” said Flossie, humbly,
“and I'm about one of the worst; but I'd go a long
way to serve you, mum, for you're one of the right
sort, and treat us fair and square, and not as if we
were the dirt under your feet.”

“Well, Fitzherbert,” said the matron, *prove
what you say by going of your own accord to the
punishment cell.”

“That I will, mum,” and she walked away
obediently and quietly, but looked back after a few
paces. “Is it to B7 or A 22 I've got to go?”
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“B 7—it’s semi-dark.”

“ Very good, mum ”; a few more paces and again
she turned. “ Will they put the darbies on me ?”

“Yes; the figure of eight handcuffs.”

“Very good, mum.” Then on again, and again a
pause. “ And the jacket ?”

“ Most likely. The governor will settle that and
the medical officer. It will depend on how you
bebave.”

“All right, mum. B 7, I think you said ?” and
once more she moved off, to halt on the lower land-
ing and shout back, “Give my duty to Miss Mar-
wood, mum, and say I am truly sorry if I hurt her.
My duty to you, mum, too, and I'm sorry to have
given you so much trouble. B 7,isn’t it? Will I
find some one there to lock me in?”

For her almost murderous assault upon Miss Mar-
wood, Flossie was in due course arraigned and tried
at the Central Criminal Court. It was some time
before the unfortunate officer was sufficiently re-
covered to give evidence, but in the end Flossie
received an additional six months’ imprisonment.
She was much surprised at the severity of the
sentence, and “had got it far too hot” in her own
opinion. The sense of wrong drove her once more
into misconduct. She became very violent and un-
manageable again, avoiding any actual attack upon
her officers, but treating them one and all with the
bitterest contempt. No one now could control her
in the least; the person whom alone she might have
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minded—Mrs. Le Grice—was absent on sick leave.
Flossie was idle, insolent, and exceedingly noisy ; she
repeatedly ¢ broke out,” destroyed everything on
which she could lay bands, and when tired of being
left in a windowless cell, with no clothing but the
ragged remnants of her own destructiveness, she
took to noise as a new and irritating method of
insubordination. ‘

She had little melody in her voice, but she had
cxcellent lungs, and a wide memory for music-hall
songs. When she had enough of bellowing out < Up
in a Balloon, Boys’ or ‘Over the Garden Wall,’ she
took to disturbing. the quiet of her pentagon by lying
on her back on her cell floor and drumming upon the
inside of the door with the soles of her bare feet.

When they asked her civilly enough to desist, her
only answer was—

“Shan’t, not for you. Call the matron. I'll stop
if she asks me.”

No matron appeared, and Flossie was removed to
the “dumb” cell.  After a few days of enforced
silence—no woman will waste her breath in shouting
when she knows she is not heard—she was sent
out and immediately resumed her disturbance. She
harped upon the same string: nothing should stop
her, she said—no punishment, not even gagging,
nothing but an appeal from the matron herself.

At last, much to Flossic’s surprise, she was taken
out of her cell, marched to a *junction,” or double
doors, where the several pentagons communicated
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with the central hexagon, in which were the officers’
quarters and administrative rooms.

“Where are you taking me?” asked Flossie,
snappishly.

“To see the matron.”

‘“’Tisn’t regular. Why can’t she come to me ?”

““She is too ill.. She is in bed, too ill to leave it.”

- And then she was introduced into the hushed,
white-curtained sick-room, where the fierce, untam-
able prisoncr, so full of boisterous defiance, found
herself suddenly in the presence of death. The end
was plainly written on the pale, drawn face, the thin,
wasted hands, the low, weak voice of this woman
who lay before her. This was no longer the matron,
the symbol of power and authority, whose firm and
gentle influence had been long so usefully and effec-
tively wielded, but a weak and suffering sister
mortally stricken, one who had travelled far already
towards the silent land.

“Baldock,” she whispered, using the old name,
“you wished to see me. I hope you have been
keeping good ?”

They had evidently told her nothing of the last
outbreak ; and this, with the sad sight of the poor
invalid, quite overcame the miscounducted prisoner.

“Oh, mum !” cried Flossie, “I never thought to
see you like this. We never heard you were so bad.
You'll get better, mum, you will, I hope and pray.
I'll he good, I swear it, ever so good; we all will,
only say you'll come back to us soon.”
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Mrs. Le Grice shook her head sadly but resignedly,
and a sweet, holy light broke upon her drawn and
ashen-gray face.

“If we meet again, Baldock, it will be in a better
place than prison. I pray to the great and merciful
God that He may bring me soon to Himself. I will
pray for you too. Iry and help me. Good-bye.”

Baldock went out from this impressive leave-taking
awed and silent, filled with a grief that was dry-eyed
and dumb.

But now a strange thing happened in the prison.
The word was soon passed round that Mrs. Le Grice,
the matron, could not recover, and the sad news fell
upon the inmates with the most chastening, reform-
atory effect. All misconduct suddenly ceased. The
worst behaved prisoner, Flossie herself, setting the
example, became quiet and” submissive ; every order
was at once and eagerly obeyed ; there was no noise,
no breaking out, no occupants of the punishment-
cells. The latest accounts of the poor sufferer were
anxiously sought for. ‘“How is she?” Better;
worse ; improving; sinking—each bulletin was re-
ceived with joy or grief, according to its import.

Of all, Flossie Fitzherbert was perhaps the most
deeply affected, and with her sorrow blossomed into
song. They caught her one day hugging something
in her arms, which, for a long time, she refused to
surrender. When at last it was taken from her, it
proved to be her prison slate, on which were the
following lines, inscribed to Mrs. Le Grice :—
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WRITTEN IN GRATITUDE.

“ We hear sad news of thee, lady :
They tell us thou art ill :
That the place that was thine own, lady,
A stranger soon must fill

“ We've found thee true and gentle ;
Thy tender charity was known,
And how we miss thy kindness
Is known to us alone.

“ A friend in need we value,
For trials are our store,
And as the weary days go by
‘We miss thee more and more.

« But if thy days are numbered,
May Heaven claim thee for its own,
And thy gracious deeds of charity
Light thy pathway to His throne.

JEMIMA Barpock.”
The perusal of this rather rugged but heart-inspired
doggerel brought one of the last smiles upon the
matron’s face before the end came.

III.

“What am I to do with that Minxie Bligh, sir ?”
the matron of Millbank inqnired of the governor one
day when he visited the female pentagons.

¢ Is she back, then ?”

“To be sure, sir. Did you not see her case in the
papers last week? The same old story.”

‘ Hotel robbery, shop-lifting, or fraud ?”

“A little of all three. As you know, sir, when
they take up a line they stick to it; and Bligh is
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naturally well equipped for her sort of business, only
it seldom prospers long.”

“ When did she go out ?”

“Not three weeks ago. The Aid Society helped
her, you know, with new clothes, and she was to go
straight to that Mr. Ashstead, who they say does so
much good with her sort, only he failed with Minxie."”

‘“She went to him, I know.”

“He soon had enough of her, then; for she was
taken at the Hotel Marlbro’, where she did them out
of a bill. Now she’s come with just what she stood in.”

“ Not much—eh ?”

“ A green satin opera cloak and a pink silk skirt—
both stolen, I don’t doubt; and they’re sure to be
claimed before she’s released.”

“ But what’s your trouble with her now ? How has
she begun? Badly ?”

“By quarrelling and fighting with the other
prisoners. She was, as usual, very saucy, with her
hoity-toity, fine lady airs, and she and the ward-
cleaner came to blows. Some old spite between
them, I hear. It was entirely Bligh’s fault—she is so
irritating and aggravating; but the other woman,
Dossor, certainly struck her first.”

The truth was that Minxie Bligh began directly she
left the reception ward and passed into Pentagon
Five. The cell-door was no sooncr closed upon her
than she rang furiously at the bell. When the
ward officer came, followed by the prison-cleaner,
whom she recognized, Minxie began with a long
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string of complaints. Her cell was filthy, and
wanted washing; it was not fit for her to occupy ;
her bedding (and she kicked the roll of bedclothes
contemptuously with her foot) was full of fleas; the
water in her bright blue water-can was dirty and
unwholesome ; she had upset it, and wanted more.

“It's all that woman’s fault,” went on Minxie,
pointing her finger at the cleaner.

“If the cell don’t please you, you'd better wash it
out yourself,” said her officer, briefly. ‘ Dossor, get
her another canful of water.”

Dossor, who was a broadly built, powerful woman,
fetched the water and carried it into the cell, then
angrily faced Bligh, who was just half her size, but
who met the fierce look with an undaunted air.

“J did as I was bid,” said Dossor; ‘but next time
you can do your own fetching and carrying—1I've not
forgotten you.”

““Go away. Don'’t speak to me, common prisoner !”
answered Minxie, with.an insolent sniff.

“Common! It’s like your cheek to say such a
thing to me, you low, sneaky, pitiful, make-believe
dona, who robs better women of their men.”

“I'm a lady—a real lady born—and I wouldn’t
demean myself by conversing with such a common
creature. Be off, I say, and don’t parley with your
betters.”

With that Dossor went for her. There was a shout
and a scrimmage, and a number of blows were struck,
mostly by Dossor. When the combatants were
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separated, Minxie, although very much battered
about, still hurled defiance at her enemy.

“Take her away,” she cried. “She is a dirty
prisoner. I will have her punished for striking me.
I am a noble lady, of high birth, and I'll write and
complain to the commissioners, and have the law of
her. Take her away.”

This was the fracas to which the matron had
referred, and which brought Minxie before the
governor next day.

Although the coming interview was likely to end
unpleasantly for her, Minxie prepared for it as though
she had been invited to tea. The most curious trait
in this rather curious creature was the immense pride
she took in her personal appearance. Whether she
was arrayed in the bright silks and satins to which
she helped herself at well-known West End shops
when she got a chance, or whether strictly limited to
the not too-becoming garments provided from the
prison stores, she managed to give them a peculiar
cachet of her own. She could walk with all the
dignity of a duchess (as she thought) in the check
moire antique dress which she had filched from a
counter and made up herself in the latest fashion as
known in the New Cut; and she could make the
most of her prison garments—twist and turn them
till they hore no resemblance to those worn by the
other female prisoners. She could provide herself
(goodness knows how) with a dress improver, in-
geniously contrived out of the oakum supplied for

-
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her daily task; she could fold and flatten down the
collar of her cotton jacket till it looked like a covert
coat ; she could pucker up into fanciful frills or drape
into a graceful polonaise the straight, stiff folds of her
brown linsey skirt.

But her greatest talent lay in her millinery ; in the
extraordinary shapes and forms she could give to the
hideous white nightcap which is the regulation head-
dress in prison. The long white strings were now
crimped up; now tied in gay, artistic bows. Some-
times she wore her cap thrown back like a Phrygian
bonnet ; sometimes it was brought low down over
the forehead ; sometimes coquettishly perched upon
one ear.

Nor was it only in her costume that she sought to
please ; she devoted endless pains to making up her
face and arranging her hair. Pearl powder and rouge
were denied her; but by turning her dinner tin over
the gas-jet she got enough black to paint her eye-
brows, and increase the beauty of her eyes. She
saved enough of her gruel—no slight self-denial, for
she had a healthy appetite and made short work of
the prison allowance—to provide her with bandoline,
which she used in making love-locks to adorn her
forehead and her temples. This morning she wore
three in front, reaching as low down as her eyebrows,
and two on each side, all carefully plastered, and,
considering she had no mirror, very dexterously
arranged. Her whole appearance was most laughable
as she walked with a mincing, self-satisfied air down
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the passage, taking little short steps and wagging her
head from side to side with a mixture of simpering
bashfulness, as though she knew she was beautiful,
and brazen-faced effrontery.

“Oh, be gentle with me, moosheer,” she said,
directly she was brought into the governor's presence,
joining her hands together in piteous appeal, and
using the only French word she knew because she
thought it ‘“high-toned”; “I am not accustomed
to these places. Be kind and forbearing to me,
moosheer ; I'm a gentleman’s daughter, and do not
know your ways.”

“ How many times has she been here before, Mrs.
Le Grice ?” the governor quietly asked the matron.

“This is her twenty-seventh sentence, sir,” answered
the matron.

“Ah! I thought I knew her face. Well, Bligh,
what have you got to say for yourself this time ?”

“T should like to be the matron’s cleaner; some-
thing light and pleasant, which would take me away
from the common prisoners,” asked Minxie pertly.

“ How would you like to have her, Mrs. Le Grice ?”

“Oh, thank you, sir, she’s too much of a lady
for me.”

“ And she will have to do a day's bread and
water first. Do you hear, Bligh? And fourteen
days stirabout, and one hundred and sixty-eight
marks forfeited. You shan’t make a disturbance in
my prison.”

“ What!” cried Minxie, and her manner instantly
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changed. “ Would you dare punish me, a person
of my rank and position—a great lady ? You! you
low, snivelling sneak! You call yourself a gentleman?
Why, you wouldn’t have a coat to your back if it
was not for the likes of us. We keep you; we pay
your screw. I'll tell you what you are, you're a——"

She was forcibly removed before she could give
full vent to the abuse that came so readily to her
tongue, but her angry voice went echoing back along
the corridor laden with invective and imprecation.

This prompt punishment had at first a very whole-
some effect upon Minxie Bligh, and kept her quiet
for a time. She was confined to her cell while it
lasted, and was not expected to work, so two of her
favourite forms of misconduct were impossible. Being
kept apart from her fellow-prisoners, she was unable
to aggravate or annoy them, more particularly Dossor,
whom she considered the primary cause of all her
woes. Still more, she was prevented from seducing
them into disorderliness by her pretentious appearance
and ridiculous manoceuvres ; and not being called upon
to work she could not offend by the non-completion
of her daily task. Minxie’s toilette, the care bestowed
on her personal decoration and adornment, left her
little enough time for her oakum or knitting-needle,
and when ¢ clear of report "—not under punishment,
that is to say—she was continually in trouble about
her work.

By degrees, however, Bligh began to revive. She

was smarting under a sense of wrong; the governor
VOL. II F
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had punished her most unjustly, and she was deter-
mined to formally complain. So her name was taken
for the Visiting Committee, and the next time the
magistrates came, she was escorted before the board,
made up and bedizened as usual. But her blandish-
ments were wasted upon *the blokes.”

“My lords and gentlemen,” she began, in an
affected voice, “ you see before you a lady of rank,
one who has moved in the best circles at home and
abroad ?

“Weren't you once a chorus girl at the
Theatre ?” asked the chairman, a city magistrate of
long and wide experience.

“ Never, moosheer! It is a base lie! I am of
French extraction. My father was an English
officcr—one of the half-pay army of India. My
mother ?

“Well, well, these biographical details are not
wanted. What have you to say to us to-day ?”

Minxie began a long, rambling statement about
her ““last report,” the iniquity of her punishment;
it was the other woman, “a ecommon prisoner,” who
was to blame, not she; the governor had been most
unjust, and so on.

A short colloquy with the officials and the repro-
duction of witnesses soon disposed of the complaints,
but it was a field-day for Minxie, and she had many
others ready.

“The food here, honourable gentlemen, is not fit
for menials and slaves. This morning the gruel was
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full of black worms, and the bread—see, gentlemen,”
and she suddenly produced a small loaf from beneath
her skirt, ‘it is as hard as a curbstone, and, faugh !
it positively smells.”

The gruel had been duly inspected that morning.
There was nothing wrong with it. No one else
had complained. No wonder the bread was like a
bullet ; it was at least a week old.

“Is that all, Bligh?” the chairman asked, with
unwearied patience.

“ No, moosheer, I wish to speak about my apparel.
Look at this—dress. Is it fit for a lady to wear, all
darned and dirty, and out of shape—not even new ?
I wonder what low creature has worn it before me ?
Faugh! I cannot bear to think of it; it makes me
sick.”

¢ I dare say she has worn it herself before. She’s
here often enough; but we can’t keep clothes on
purpose for her,” protested the matron, after which
Minxie was dismissed. But she was not got rid of
until she had given the magistrates a bit of her mind
in the same fluent-tongued abuse, and all the way
back to Pentagon Five she stormed and raved and
swore like a bargee in petticoats.

Minxie had an opportunity of reiterating her com-
plaints a few days later, when visited by one of
the Home Office inspectors. .He came upon her a
little unawares, as she was seated on her cell-stool
in only her flannel petticoat. But her coiffure was

as carefully arranged as usual, the love-locks all on
F 2
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the forehead, and her manner was quite haughty
and self-possessed in spite of the scantiness of her
apparel.

“You must permit me to apologize, inspector, for
receiving you in this costume, but really it is not my
fault.”

“ Shut the door on her,” interposed the matron ;
‘““ghe is the most shameless hussy. The idea of her
being like that at this time of day.”

“No,no; I must hear all she has to say,” protested
the inspector.

“It is just this, moosheer. I can no longer wear
my prison garb ; it is not decent, and it is too dirty.
The Committee of Magistrates,” she said, coolly,
“have ordered me to have another dress »

“ That is not the case,” corrected an officer.

“But I have not yet had it. I have worked my
fingers to the bone in endeavouring to repair that
thing, but I can work no more at it. I shall never
put it on again. How long am I to remain like
this?” and she pointed airily to her somewhat brief
flannel skirt.

“Does she earn her marks?” the inspector asked
of an oflicer.

“Not she, sir. She hasn’t done a day’s work—not
real work—since she’s been in. Always messing
about with her clothes, or her hair, wasting time.”

“Why not put her in the laundry? She would
have to do real work there.” ,

“It is impossible to let her be with the other
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prisoners. She upsets them so; even in chapel.
The other day almost she caused quite an uproar.”

It was usual to take Minxie Bligh to Divine
Service, but she entered last, and was seated in the
back row, where she was invisible, and she was the
first to leave. On one occasion, through some in-
advertence, she formed part of the general congrega-
tion in the body of the chapel, and became at once
a centre of disturbance. The way she drew her
skirts away from her nearest neighbours was a direct
offence, but they forgave her that day, she was so
amusing. Hidden laughter convulsed them; they
twisted in their seats in silent contortions, which
presently broke into audible titters, and ended in a
broad guffaw. Minxie all the time kept a steady,
solemn face, eyes always downcast on her book, and
seemed quite unmoved by the commotion around.
Several women were reported and severely punished,
but Minxie, the cause and origin of all, would have
escaped, through that curious freemasonry often seen
among prisoners which is opposed to tale-bearing, but
for the spite of one woman—Dossor, who still owed
her a grudge. Through Dossor the exact measure
of Minxie’s misbehaviour was made known. It
appeared that Bligh, while seemingly most devout,
was saying her prayers and following the hymns after
a manner of her own. She entirely altered the
responses, substituting ribald expressions and slang
phrases for the proper words in the Liturgy. At the
singing of the Psalms and hymns she adapted music-
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hall catches to the tunes with immensely comic
effect to those who sat near her. This desecration
of the Church Service was an amusing variation of
the daily monotony.

For this offence, when brought home to her, as
it was, upon the direct evidence of Dossor, Minxie
received an exemplary punishment. She vowed
vengeance on the informant. Her original hatred
was intensified, and she already loathed her heartily—
for reasons that were not perfectly well known within
the prison. But prison gossip, which does not go
for much—the clandestine conversation at the work-
table, wash-tub, or wringing-machine, which officers
seldom hear, and do not quite believe when they do
—alleged that the cause of the quarrel was a rivalry
in the affection of a notorious cracksman, who had
jilted Dossor for Minxie, dazzled by the aristocratic
airs of the noble lady.

But Dossor, who was a hard-working woman, and
kept a comfortable home over her head * outside,”
had recaptured her truant lover, and had paid Minxie
off by appropriating all her belongings—a box and
its more or less valuable contents—during one of
Minxie’s enforced retirements from the busy world.
There were thus causes of offence on both sides, and
no love lost between the women. Minxie, as has
been seen, had given vent to her feelings the moment
she caught sight of Dossor in Millbank, and the latter
had sharply retaliated. The ill-will had gone on
steadily increasing, fed by their various differences,
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till now—when Dossor had decidedly “ put her away ”
(told tales of her)—Minxie, by constant brooding over
her wrongs, had begun to thirst for her enemy’s
blood.

After the first conflict they were wisely kept as
much as possible apart. Minxie was moved into
another pentagon, and, except by the purest accident,
Dossor and she seldom, if ever, met. But Minxie could
wait, and the longer she waited the more implacable
she became. She knew, too, that she would have no
chance with Dossor in any mere trial of strength ;
her enemy was so much heavier, and more muscular,
that she was bound to have the best of any tussle
upon equal terms,

It was necessary for Minxie, if she would succeed,
to have some weapon of offence other than her nails,
and it is not easy to get weapons in gaol. But she
was patient and she was ingenious, and as she still
did little work she had much spare time at her dis-
posal. Her first notion was to lay hands on a piece
of hoop or rusty nail, which she might sharpen till
it formed a cutting or stabbing instrument. But
neither came within her reach in the exercising-yard
—her only opportunity for acquisition. Then she
tried another stratagem. She made a pitiful appeal
for the use of a tooth-brush. The handle of hard
bone might, she thought, be given a sufficiently fine
point to serve her purpose. Tooth-brushes are not
included among the toilette necessaries of either male
or female prisoners, and Minxie’s request was for a
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long time refused. Her persistence, however, event-
ually won the day after she had worried the committee
and every superior official to death on the subject.

But disappointment was once more her portion.
They said she might clean her teeth daily, but the
tooth-brush was not to be left in her possession. It
was to be given in to her cell every morning, and
then, as soon as she had used it, returned to the
ward officer. It seemed as if she must forego her
vengeance on Dossor, or trust to her pluck and the
chance of her taking her enemy unawares.

Suddenly it occurred to her that her wooden spoon
was made of hardest ash, and it had a large bowl and
a long handle, and was just what she wanted if
properly sharpened at the end. She concealed her
spoon, pretended it was lost, obtained another for
daily use, and gradually worked on the first till it
was as dangerous as a boomerang or a medizval dart.
This she always carried about with her in the wards,
on the way to chapel, at exercise, carefully secreted
inside her stocking, but always within reach. She
was only biding her time, hoping some day she might
meet and settle accounts with Dossor.

Then she heard, with a gasp of indignation, that
her prey had all but slipped out of her grasp.
Dossor, a steady, well-behaved, and biddable woman,
not afraid of work, had been taken into the hospital
as a nurse.

Minxie’s only idea now was how to ‘fetch the
farm,” to feign or simulate disease, and secure admis-
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sion to the hospital, by fair means or foul. She made
the doctors’ lives a burthen to them. Every morning
now her name headed the list of ““ complaining sick,”
and every day she was suffering from some new and
mysterious disorder. They were all of the highly
aristocratic, fine lady class. “ Brown cheetis” was
one malady, nervous prostration, absolute inability to
lift her poor head, or to speak without tears, was
another; next day she was in a high fever, her pulse
galloping, with coldness of the feet, and palpitation
of the heart.

But both her medical advisers were old and practised
hands, whose skill and insight, largely aided by the
stethoscope and clinical thermometer, those invaluable
aids to prison practice, quickly penetrated Minxie’s
pretences, and sent her off with the contemptuous
assurance that there was nothing the matter with her.

Minxie was not to be beaten. She knew she must
try something more tangible next time ; the repetition
of vague complaint would only lead to punishment,
so she manufactured a horrible sore in her leg, arti-
ficial at first, but soon, by dint of lime-scrapings and
other irritants, a very serious affair.

This gained her medical treatment at once, Lut not
in hospital. It was just one of those cases which
could best be dealt with, the doctors thought, in cell.
The bitter disappointment of this so preyed upon
Minxie’s mind that the self-inflicted wound resisted
all treatment; the sore became dangerously aggra-
vated ; blood-poisoning set in, and she became really -
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seriously ill. It was now imperatively necessary to
remove her to the hospital, where she remained in an
unconscious state, hovering between life and death,




CHAPTER III.

GENTLEMEN IN GAOL.

Wide sweep of gaol-net—All classes caught, some deserving of
infinite pity—Not so the ordinary gentleman gaol-bird—
Prison treatment equally and similarly applied to all—Hell
to some, paradise to others—How courageous spirits bear it
—YVarious types of gentlemen—The Russian Count—My old
comrade, Captain Y.—* Big” criminals—Tichborne claimant
—Bank forgers—Cosmopolitanism in crime—French and
English police—Methods and success compared—Frangois
the anarchist—Foreign contingent—Immigrant paupers—
Swell mobsmen of no country—Sham royalty—* Prince of
Long Firm swindlers ”—A-rrest of Lavine—My first meeting
with him—His wife—Her plan to assist him in attempted
escape from the train—Her schemes to communicate with
him in Hawksfield Gaol—The cheque for proceeds of great
fraud—How intercepted.

THE meshes of the great gaol-net are small; it
makes a wide sweep, and harvests the most varied
spoil. Almost every class in the conmunity is or has
been represented in gaol. Speaking broadly, all who
break the law, and are “found out,” must pass the
prison gate; even the non-criminal, whose offence
is no more than neglect of some social ordinance, or
the fanatic opposition to some superior decree, for
imprisonment is now-a-days the sole retribution for
every wrongful act. So the gaol population is made
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up of many strange varieties. At times, but happily
rarely, a man of high culture and upright character
makes a short sojourn within the walls—the editor
who nobly bears another’s deed rather than surrender
the sacred secrets of the press; at others a blameless
Churchman who has defied ecclesiastical authority,
and is condemned to lengthened loss of liberty for
constancy in his perhaps mistaken opinions. I have
seen one of this class who spent twenty months in a
prison chamber ; it was always gaol for him, although
he was allowed all possible relaxation of discipline ;
daily visits from his wife, permission' to wear his own
clothes, to provide his own food, to exercise alone,
and such amusements as were within his reach, and
which only extended to gymnastic exercise on a rope
and trapeze fixed within his room, and to teaching
a jackdaw to talk. Yet another of the non-criminal
class, although sentenced as such, were the misguided
champions of free speech, whose rash challenge of
authority led them into conflict with the guardians
of order, and earned them imprisonment. There was
something chivalrous in the way one of these bore
his punishment ; cheerfully abiding by the restric-
tions and restraints of gaol life, enduring everything
—the coarse dress, meagre diet, hard pallet—without
a murmur, almost gaily, and setting a fine example to
far more guilty but less orderly and well-conditioned
prisoners.

Such brilliant and exceptional victims of the law
are of course but rarely met with in gaol. For
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the great bulk of better born and more cultivated |
prisoners it is impossible to express sympathy, al-
though many merit compassion. The latter are the
limited number who through weakness—the force
of circumstances, not always deeply culpable—have
passed the dread frontier and slipped from honesty
to crime. Pity cannot be withheld from the once
respected and trusted bank-manager, who though
undoubtedly misappropriating monies, did as he had
done unchecked for years, still hoping, till the bad
times came, to replace as usual the sums applied
temporarily to his own use. To see this poor, broken,
humiliated man in convict garb, cut off from friends,
permitted to see his wife but once in three months ;
condemned to unlovely, uncongenial toil, oakum-
picking, stitching at drab cloth suits or canvas mail-
bags, with no compensations in the present, no hope
of rehabilitation in the future, must satisfy the
sternest vindicator of the law that the way of trans-
gressors is hard. Or another case I have in my mind’s
eye, that of a man who had earned high military rank
by his own brave deeds, and who occupied a high
position in county administration, but who had failed
in his trust, and was sent to penal servitude, which
he bore with great fortitude and patience. He was
employed in the tailor’s shop, where he became an
expert workman. »

These cases are of course in the minority, but there
are many of the educated class, gentlemen gaol-birds,
if the expression may be permitted, to be always
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found in prison. Many make the best of their situa-
tion. I can recall several who took their punishment
like men, cheerfully accepting its most grievous
burthens as the due retribution of their offence. No
doubt imprisonment of any kind bears heavily, most
heavily, on the gentleman class. But very sound
reasons, to say nothing of nearly insuperable adminis-

Sax-

A GENTLEMAN GAOL-BIRD,

trative difficulties, forbid any effort to apportion the
incidence of the punishments a little differently.
One of the highest living authorities has argued
this out with surely convincing logic. “ A sentence
of penal servitude is, in its main features, and so far
as concerns the punishment, applied on exactly the
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same system to every person subjected to it. The
previous career and character of the prisoner makes
no difference in the punishment to which he is sub-
jected, because it is rightly considered that it is for
the Courts of Law, who have or should have a full
knowledge on these points, to consider them on
awarding sentence; and if any prisoner were sub-
jected to harsher or milder treatment in consequence
of any knowledge the prison authorities might have
of his previous character, it might be that he would
practically be punished twice over on the same
account . . . . The Government would also be always
liable to charges of showing favour to or prejudice
against certain particular prisoners. . . .”! Neverthe-
less, a prison. to one who has always fared roughly
often proves a paradise; to the more delicately
nurtured it is simply hell. If the short-term prison
is irksome, the convict prison is infinitely worse.
Mr. Michael Davitt, who has passed through it, has
described penal servitude as the most heart-crushing
system of coercion ever devised. The absolute sur-
render of individual independence, the continuous
isolation from worldly affairs, make the punishment
morally most severe, while the physical discomforts
are great—rough diet, coarse clothes, and a-narrow,
barely-furnished cell; above all, the obligation to
labour unceasingly,—all these combine to render an
English convict prison a place of real expiation,

1 Du Cane, Punishment and Prevention of Crime, p. 166.
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although readers of my first volume may agree that
an offender might go further and fare worse.

But there are courageous spirits who are not un-
duly cast down, and who “do their bit” bravely to
the last. I remember the captain of a Yankee clipper
sentenced for the manslaughter of one of his crew, a
tall, sturdy, self-reliant, laborious convict, who never
murmured, looked always good-tempered, wore his
drab suit and knickerbockers as jauntily as if it were
the most honourable uniform. He submitted himself
with cheerful alacrity to discipline, and was never to
my knowledge reported for misconduct. On his
release he resumed his old position, I believe, none
the worse for his enforced withdrawal into privacy.
Another who took his punishment well had been a
Liverpool merchant, and was a meek, inoffensive
creature, grateful for any kindness, gladly performing
any office, however menial, and overflowing with
gratitude for his selection as a prison-cleaner. The
[talian whom I have called Baiocchi, whose history
has already been given, was a mild-mannered, docile
prisoner, who did his share of labour with more
robust comrades, and never repined at a sentence
which he always averred was undeserved.

The gentlemen in gaol, actual or soi-disant, those
really of gentle birth and superior education, and
those who are more or less impostors, are drawn from
many sections of society. The bearers of real titles,
and the claimants thereto; foreign noblemen whose
patents would hardly bear the inspection of pursuivant
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or heralds’ college; officers of both services, indis-
putably commissioned once, or claiming rank that
no army or navy list has recognized ; clergymen once
beneficed perhaps, or holding clerical appointments,
with others whose consecration was their own doing,
and their ministrations sacrilege ; lawyers, doctors—
at one time or another I have met one and all. There
was X. who called himself a Russian count when at
Chatham, although his convict name was vulgar and
plebeian enough. He was a dark, good-looking,
gentleman-like individual, who bore himself with
much hauteur to his fellows (which they did not
resent, and never do), and was no more civil to his
officers than he was compelled to avoid trouble and
report. His career was one long fraud, ingeniously
contrived, and generally successful. He spoke several
langnages fluently, French, German, Italian, and
English with a slight foreign accent, which was quite
in keeping with his character as a foreign nobleman.
A favourite form of fraud of his was to pretend to help
people to monies coming to them under a deceased
relative’s will, of which they had never heard, and to
obtain funds for prosecuting inquiries. His stock-in-
trade consisted of D'Hozier and Burke, and all the
Court and other directories of the capitals of Europe ;
he owned a hundred aliases, all of distinguished names
—~Calvert, Howard, Stanhope, Plantagenet, Doria,
Van Scaik, de Persigny, de Hauterive, Mentschikoff ;
he assumed all sorts of disguises, and frequented all

places of popular and fashionable resort—Pau, Nice,
VOL. II. G
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ment I was bound to inflict for breaches of discipline.
His offence had been forgery ; that of his father’s or
brother’s name, for which he was prosecuted by some
tradesman who had heen the sufferer. His family
had been powerless to save him, and may not have
had the wish, as I learnt afterwards that he had been
a cause of constant trouble and annoyance to them.
As a prisoner he was strangely ill-conditioned and
ill-bebaved ; constantly under report, and often under
punishment, his peculiar offences being malingering
and insubordination. I had left Chatham when he
finally became due for release, and came on to
Millbank, where I had the curiosity to pay an unsus-
pected visit to his cell. Looking at him quietly through
the “judas” or small window for inspection inserted
in the cell-door, I found him employed in carefully
and laboriously greasing his hair! The pomatum he
used was the fatty scum saved from his day’s allowance
of soup. The old vanity, long obscured by his abject
condition, was now revived as the time of his release
approached, and he was trying to make the best of
his appearance against the time of his donning his
‘“liberty clothes "—the plain suit of dittoes and
slouch hat which would be given him the following
day, and which was scarcely up to the old standard
of a fastidious man who was dressed by Cook or
Poole. I have said that his vanity was perforce laid
aside while in gaol; still he lost no opportunity of
“showing off” when he could; of impressing all of

us, his keepers and his comrades, with his importance.:
G 2
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He once wrote a special letter for which he had made
strong supplication ; it was addressed to the equerry
of a royal prince, and was full of minute instructions
regarding the disposal of estates and other property,
not one atom or tittle of which he possessed. These
pretensions were readily accepted by his fellow-con-
victs, who always spoke of him respectfully as “ Captain
Y.” Strange to say, he chose his friends, in hospital
or at daily exercise, amongst the very worst criminals
in the prison.

The tendency towards ‘“bigs things” has often
been noticed as onme of the peculiar features of the
present age—big shops, big syndicates, big busi-
nesses, big movements, big frauds, and crimes on a
bigger scale than heretofore known. So, many “ big ”
prisoners find their way into gaol. The Tichborne
claimant, for example, whom I had the satisfaction of
receiving at Millbank a few days after his sentence.
We knew each other well, by sight, and had met
morning after morning during his protracted trial,
he on his way to court in a smart brougham, I
walking to my day’s work after breakfast. My
acquaintance with Orton extended over nine months,
during which time I saw and spoke to him daily. He
was always courteous, almost painfully so, as though
most anxious to impress me with his good breeding ;
his rare complaints were on matters that seemed to
affect him as a gentleman, and he always tried to
pose as a man of education, asking for special library
books—a, French book of prayers. Perhaps the most
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vivid recollection I have of the “ unhappy nobleman ”
is the strange rapidity with which he lost flesh. He
came in five-and-twenty stone weight, and wasted to
sixteen before he was removed to Dartmoor. He was
kept busily employed in taking in his own clothes.
It had been necessary to decide on some particular
form of sedentary employment for the fourteen years
before him, and I selected tailoring as the most suit-
able. So as soon as he had learnt to stitch, he was
provided with a second suit, which he altered while
his burly frame shrunk in the one he was wearing. In
the early days of his incarceration he was in a
state of profound melancholy, and was seen to weep
copiously. His disappointment must have been
bitter, the game he played bold, but probably he had
hardly estimated the consequences of defeat.

The extensive forgeries perpetrated upon the Bank
of England by the Bidwells was another of the
gigantic frauds of the period, and the forgers were,
in their way, remarkable men. The extreme simplicity
of their scheme, which is sufficiently well known,
exhibited the highest kind of criminal genius, and
the long immunity from detection was the result of
the pains and patience with which their plans were
prepared and executed. As prisoners the Bidwells
will be best remembered by their fruitless attempts
to compass escape. It was said that they had still
the control of large sums secreted no one knew where
or how, and which they alone could recover. For
this their release was indispensable. Accordingly they
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ledged that the English police—especially the metro-
politan—has admirable facilities for dealing with
criminals ; its machinery works with great and far-
reaching precision ; the initiative and impulse of a
strong, self-reliant, long-experienced central authority
are felt through all its ramifications. The superior
usefulness of the London police is admitted by the
police of other capitals, especially that of Paris, which
continually applies to London for assistance and
advice. One or two instances of the successful work-
ing of New Scotland Yard may be quoted here, and
may be found to justify a brief digression.

Not long ago (1891) a French lady was sent to
London strongly recommended to the metropolitan
police authorities by the French prefect of police.
She had lost her husband, who had run off to London
with another woman. So much was known for
certain, but nothing more. No clue whatever existed
by which he could be traced, except that the lady
brought with her a couple of her husband’s photo-
graphs. These were at once exhibited to the whole
of the inspectors of the Criminal Investigation Depart-
ment. The very same afternoon one of the detectives
met the missing man walking in Pall Mall, recognized
him beyond all mistake, followed him, and tracked
him down. This was all that was needed. The
wife’s only object was to find her husband, confront
him before witnesses, and charge him with his mis-
conduct, which, according to the law of her country,
was sufficient to establish a claim of divorce.
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The recent capture of Frangois, the anarchist, is

Il n .1 AL |

ellent methods by
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offenders into English gaols. Leaving aside for the
moment the large contingent sent by our wretched East
End colonies, fed by pauper immigration, whose crimes
are of minor importance, I will mention only the top-
sawyers and leaders of large gangs who are equally
at home in all countries; the ingenious and daring
rogues whose skill in emptying travelling safes of the
railway companies is little less than sleight-of-hand,
who will transfer the bonds, notes, or bullion to their
own pockets in the teeth of all precautions, under the
very eyes of detectives; the travelling thieves who
reap rich harvests in trains de luxe, steal jewel-
bags that are lightly lost sight of even for a few
minutes, and ‘“crack” palaces and mansions sur-
rounded by watchmen ; prosperous rogues who live
in Piccadilly chambers, drive mail phaetons, be-
long to West End clubs, fare sumptuously every
day ; whose wives (so called) make a great show in
gorgeous apparel at opera or race-meeting, and
promptly disappear with half of the booty when the
evil hour arrives, as it inevitably will. Most of these
men are known to the police, suspected constantly,
but they long go scot-free. There is no positive
evidence; a link is wanting in the chain ; there is not
enough on which to arrest, much less to obtain con-
viction. Such were, the lame gentleman who owned
the smart villa at Ventnor, whence he directed the
. operations of his agents all over the Continent, per-
sonating respectable people, robbing banks with
forged letters of credit, falsely claiming dividends,
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and carrying on many other ingenious forms of fraud;
the prime movers in the turf frauds, whose victims
were gullible foreign dames, and their chief accom-
plices the suborned police officers whom they had
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for a second and more heinous offence, committed
with the same intention.

The staunch support a ““ crook ” will receive, almost
invariably, from his female partner, is well known to
all who have had any experience with criminals. It
is well exemplified in the following narrative con-
cerning a man known as “the Prince of Long Firm
Swindlers.” He was one whom I had come across
in private life without the least suspicion of his
felonious proclivities, and how I first discovered them
will now be set forth. It was at the Hotel Comfort-
able, as I will call it, one of the most popular and
best-appointed hotels in Paris. There was so much
stir and turmoil in the inner courtyard that I asked
M. Anatole, the civil and obliging director, what was
the matter.

He shrugged his shoulders, and said carelessly—

“ Surely some mistake. An arrest. Monsieur over
there is believed by the police to be an escroc.”

“That is hardly possible. Why, he has been
staying in the house for some weeks. I have often
talked to him in the smoking-room—renewed my
acquaintance with him, for I have met him in
England, and know him ”

My last words were overheard by the person just
taken into custody, and he at once turned to the
police in protest.

“This gentleman knows me,” he said; “he will
vouch for me, I feel sure.”

He spoke in English, addressing one of his captors,
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-

who had stood hitherto with his back to me. But
now I saw his face and recognized Superintendent

Isaacson, of Scotland Yard.
“Know you, does he ?” gaid Mr. Isaacson, with a
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gentlemen—twenty minutes—ten minutes!” At each
announcement of the approaching departure of the
letter-bag the pens scratched more loudly and more
rapidly ; men who were behindhand looked up in
despairing appeal, yearning, like Joshua, to stay the
flight of time; others ran their fingers excitedly
through their tumbled hair, and seemed to sit down
to flog their flagging energies like jockeys who punish
at the post.

I was especially struck by one man, because he was
a marked exception to the general rule. He remained
cool and imperturbable in the midst of the general
flurry and bustle. There was a refreshing deliberate-
ness in all his movements, although, to judge by the
plethoric writing-case and many memorandum-books
in front of him, he must have been one of the busiest
of those preseat.

But he turned over his note-books slowly, scanned
the entries minutely, made little calculations on bits
of paper, which he was careful to tear up into little
pieces; then, when he addressed himself to his
correspondence, he wrote slowly, forming his letters
with the loving precision of a professional penman,
crossing his t's and dotting his i’s, and completing
each numeral as if it were a work of art.

He addressed an envelope for each letter when it
was finished, and laid them all in regular rows in
front of him, rose, rang the bell, asked for ten
shillings’-worth of halfpenny stamps, and gave a
five-pound note to pay for them. Time appeared to
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be no object to him. He waited patiently for the
stamps ; when they arrived, fixed them slowly, after
sealing each letter and fastening all down noisily

upon the table with the fleshy part of his fist. The
with the ) . i
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vou surprised? I could tell at once you were a
military man. Besides, you were not anxious to catch
the post. It’s a trying life, sir.”

Then he launched into details which were exceed-
ingly interesting : the fluctuations of trade ; the profit
and loss to be made on a turn of the market; the
need for self-reliance; sometimes for the utmost
patience, at others for lightning-like rapidity of
action ; you had to slave to secure orders, and do
business, then use every effort to get paid. Success
lay between enough trade on one side, and bad debts
on the other.

I asked him what line he was in.

*“ Everything sir. We buy and sell everything.”

A perfectly correct description of his business, but
he omitted to add that he paid for none. It was this
unsatisfactory, not to say reprehensible, custom that
had got him into difficulties with the police. Using
many aliases, and helped by many confederates,
he was able to obtain goods in great quantities at
three months’ credit; these he disposed of at low
prices for cash, then disappeared and began again.

“ We've had a long hunt, but we've got him now,”
said Mr. Isaacson, “and I am greatly obliged to
M. Macé here, who ran him down for us, and who will,
I hope, help me to extradite him without loss of time.”

“Is it felony, then ?”

“Felony ! twenty times over. Why, Major, this
is Gentleman Jasper; Jasper Puncheon, you know,
the Prince of Long Firm Swindlers.”
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in breaking the blow to Mrs. Lavine. I had seen her
with her husband frequently in’ the hotel restaurant.
A gay, mercurial, smartly-dressed little Frenchwoman,
with dark, sparkling eyes, very white teeth, which
showed a good deal when she laughed, and she was
always laughing. A merry, light-hearted, guileless
creature, with plenty of the careless, voluble chatter
appertaining to her sex and nation. I had been so
especially struck by her artless, innocent face that I
felt very sorry for her, mated, tied for life to a
notorious swindler, who was now arrested almost
under her eyes.

But Lavine, thanking me warmly, refused.

“I am deeply grateful to you, but if I may not tell
her myself I would rather she did not know. It is
really unnecessary ; I shall certainly be back within
an hour or two. Till then she can wait. M. Anatole
will tell her I have been calied suddenly away. Lead
on, gentlemen, where you please;” and he was con-
veyed to the closed fiacre which was in waiting to
take the whole party to the Prefecture.

He did not return in the hour or two, nor at all.
How his disappearance affected his poor young wife
was not "quite clear, but she did not succumb to
poignant grief, and possibly expected it, for that same
evening she called for the hotel bill, had her portman-
teaus put on an omnibus, and was driven to the Gare
de 'Est. This was a false address, as will presently
appear.

I had made my own plans to leave Paris that night,
VOL. IL H



98 SECRETS OF THE PRISON-HOUSE.

and on reaching the northern station I fancied that I
caught a glimpse of her upon the platform. 1 was
not very sure, and did not think of the matter again
until we reached Amiens about midnight. I did not
leave my carriage, although the train made a long
stoppage, and as I looked out I was certain this time
that she passed the window.

Only a minute or two afterwards there was a scuffle
and a scurrying of feet, with loud cries in both
English and French: “ Arrétez-le! empoignez-le!”
“Stop him! Seize him!” and I saw my friend
Lavine running for dear life down the platform, and
on into the mouth of the tunnel at the end of the
station. The whole place was in an uproar—a Babel
of voices, much hurrying to and fro, and the train
was delayed quite half-an-hour.

At the’'end of that time Lavine was led Dback,
looking rather crestfallen, between two tall gendarmes,
while Isaacson and another detective followed behind.

“Nearly gave us the slip,” said the former, with
an aggrieved air, as he passed and recognized me.
“Lying thief! I let him out to get a cup of hot
coffee, and whiff. He was off like an eel. Slippery
cove! Wish he was safe inside four walls,”

“How did you pick him up again ?”

“ Why, the confounded jackass did not go further
than the mouth of the tunnel. Thought he'd hide
there, I suppose, till after the hunt.”

“Was he alone when you took him? Any con-
federate with him ?”
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“Well, now you mention it, yes, there was a
woman with him, I believe; in the tunnel, I do
believe.”

‘“His wife. I saw her at the Gare du Nord, and

again on the platform here, just before Lavine made
his escape.”
. “Thunder! then they have communicated. I
think I ought to shadow her. She knows where the
plunder is, or may lead us to some of his pals. Quick!
what was she like ?”

“ Short, well dressed, sealskin jacket, black straw
hat ?

“And there she is, getting into the train again!
She can't very well get out between this and
Calais unless she jumps out. We're off now, and
don’t stop. But just to make that safe, the guard
shall go along the footboard and lock her in both
sides.”

This probably aroused her suspicions. In any case,
she must have known she was being watched, for, as
Isaacson afterwards told me, her subsequent pro-
ceedings were all most regular and intelligible. On
arrival in London she went to a good hotel, and except
to interview a well-known solicitor, famous for his
astuteness in criminal cases, she received no one and
never went out, till one day, when the watch was
relaxed, she gave the detectives the slip, and promptly
disappeared.

I was the next to come upon her, much to my
surprise, at Hawksficld. o

H 2
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I was visiting the prison, when the governor
began—

“ There's a trial prisoner here who is giving a vast
deal of trouble, sir. It's a long-firm case, pure
swindling, but he wants to carry on his business all

] ”
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last time. Up to no good, I am positive. It was
quite late at night.”

“Did she come alone ?”

“Yes, sir; in a cab, which stopped at the other
end of the lane. You know we’re very quiet this
way after nightfall, and I was surprised to hear wheels

“THERE WAS THE CAB.”

so late as eleven ; still more when they did not drive
past the prison. So I went down my garden, which
runs, you know, to the end of the lane, and out at
my wicket-gate. There was the cab, sure enough.
But just as I got up to it I saw a woman’s figure
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coming from the direction of the boundary-wall. She
jumped in and was driven quickly away.”

“ You recognized Mrs. Lavine ?”

“I could almost swear it was the woman who

wvigtad thy ) v Tavin



ARTFULNESS OF MRS. LAVINE., 103

neither the letter nor the spirit of the law. I am
still unconvicted, and presumably innocent. I am
entitled to every assistance in the preparation of my
defence. My wife’s visits are indispensable.”

““Mrs. Lavine has broken the rule by seeking to
open up clandestine communication with you. You
must blame her for the deprivation.”

“Did she do that? The sweet, fond, foolish girl !
Oh, sir, would you punish me because—because her
love was stronger than her judgment, her common-
sense ? She is a weak, silly dear.”

I thought of the night visit, of the assistance given
Lavine at the Amiens station, and I felt that the
husband hardly did justice to the wife.

“] may see her, may I not ?”’ he went on, pleading
hard, and in the end I consented, although I was
satisfied some hidden reason underlaid the earnest
request.

8o it proved. ,

Mrs. Lavine came the next day, and went very near
the accomplishment of what was, no doubt, always in
the minds of both. It so chanced that she was shown
into the visiting-chambers just as Lavine was brought
out of the central hall. Throwing off all reserve, and
setting all system at defiance, she then and there
rushed into his arms, and with a wailing cry of “ Oh,
mon tout adoré!” fainted away. For a moment or
two no one liked to interfere. There was some talk
of calling in the matron or some other female officer,
when the governor himself appeared upon the scene.






CHAPTER 1IV.

SOME GENTLEMEN GAOL-BIRDS.

The aristocrats of the old French bagnes—Petit, Cognard, the
Comte d’ Arnheim—Some notorious American criminals—A
cute Yankee crook—Schaperson’s complaints—A much ill-
used citizen of U. 8. A.—His true story revealed by himself
—How he was trapped and arrested—His nefarious schemes
for frauds on the Continent and elsewhere—His regrets and
pinings after honest life—Meet him again in Sing Sing—
His pleasanter life there—Irish-American political convicts
—The release of Rossa and his friends—My arrangements—
Difficulties—Journey to Liverpool—The Liverpool police—
The Cunard s.s. Cuba—Night guard on an Atlantic liner—
Rossa’s own account of his release.

BeFoRE leaving the gentleman gaol-bird, it may be
interesting to refer to one or two of the class notorious
enough in their time, but who are half forgotten now,
or at least but little known beyond their own country.
No English convict, whatever his antecedents, his
claims to gentility, or the grandeur of his crimes,
has ever rivalled the old aristocrat of the French
bagnes. Men like Petit, Cognard, known as the Comte
de Pontis, the so-called Comte d’Arnheim, and the
Marquis de Chambreuil, were types that now have
all but disappeared. Matters were made very easy
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the troops. He is said to have been a man born to
command ; had a tall, well-proportioned figure, and
a handsome face. Dr. Lauvergne, the well-known
doctor of the bagne, whose recollections are worth
reading, describes Cognard as physically a very fine
man ; but the look in his face, the firmness of his
mouth, much puckered and wrinkled ; above all, the
watchful, lynx-like eye, showed that he had long
played a deep, dangerous game.

Petit was a French for¢at whose famous exploits
made him a hero among his fellows. He was a
prince of convict aristocrats; endowed with great
intelligence; a finished actor, a persuasive talker, had
the gift of languages, and was equal to any demand,
any emergency. It was said of Petit, while at
Toulon, that he was one whom the best society would
acknowledge as one of its members; in other words, if
he had been transferred suddenly from the bagne to
the most elegant salon, he would have been noticed for
his charming mauners, his refined and delicate face.
His whole aspect breathed the gentleman.! He was
so affable and pleasant to all, to keepers and comrades
alike, s0 exact in his conduct, and obedient to his
superiors, that they almost forgot he wore the chain.
But Petit, for all his external refinement, his well-
bred accent, and his white, well-shaped hands, was
a monster ; his was the outwardly attractive exterior
that covered incarnate wickedness, and his crimes
were innumerable and most atrocious. In his last

1 Cf. vol. i. p. 203, the gentleman convict in New Caledonia.
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sentence, which was for life, Petit abandoned his high
pretensions, gave up the part of gentleman, and sick
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“Where do we fall short? I may remind you,
however, that the United States did not exist a
thousand years ago.”

“ That's neither here nor there. I tell you the
whole thing wants rectifying. To begin with, there’s
not enough to eat.”

“The allowance is considered sufficient by com-
petent opinion. It was fixed by a committee of the

A Cure YANKEE CROOK.

most eminent doctors. You can have more if your
medical officer thinks you need it.”

“Well, I do, badly; and a knife and fork to eat
it with. You only supply us with a wooden spoon.
Are we to tear our food to pieces with our fingers
like wild beasts 2”

“ There are very good reasons for withholding a
knife and fork ?
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“And a table-cloth, and dinner utensils—plates, I
mean ; [ am accustomed to eat my meals like a
gentleman.”
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“Like every one else who comes here.”

“1 know nothing about other people,” he an-
swered, rather insolently. “ But I insist upon more
consideration. Unless my legitimate grievances are
immediately redressed, I will make such a stir, when
I obtain my release, as will embroil England and
America, perhaps lead to a diplomatic breach. I
give you fair warning.”

“We must try and face that trouble when it
comes. Meanwhile you will, I fear, be obliged to
succumb to our system, however irksome you may
find it.”

This much ill-used citizen of the United States was
a tall, good-looking man, who spoke correctly, with
the very slightest nasal twang. He carried him-
self well ; his demeanour was self-possessed, almost
defiant ; his air was one of haughty protest against
his present position. He had a pleasant face enough,
marred only by the falseness of his very pale-blue,
changeful eyes. His short brown beard curled natur-
ally, and his long, fair, silken moustache, which he
constantly twisted upward as he talked, gave him a
feline, tigerish look. He evidently bestowed much
care on his personal appearance. His hair had
been wetted; it was neatly combed, parted, and
plastered down on his forehead. His clothes were
carefully brushed ; hands and face were scrupulously
clean. Altogether he was greatly superior to his
surroundings.

“Does that Schaperson give you much trouble ?”
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I asked the governor afterwards, curious to hear
something of this prison character.

“Only in one way—trafficking. He has tried hard
to seduce several officers from their allegiance. We
have caught him with tobacco, and once with extra
food.” :

“Is his story true ?”

“Partly. He is no doubt a superior man, and was
actually consul for But he made a very im-
proper use of his official position. We have it by
his own confession.”

“ Why, the man declares he is innocent.”

“Read this, sir;” and the governor put several
closely-written sheets of waste-paper into my hand.
It was a “stiff,” picked up near the prisoner’s cell—
a long clandestine letter, intended by Schaperson for
a prison friend, whose acquaintance he had made in
the exercising-yard, and whom he evidently wished
to secure as a future accomplice. After giving the
cguses that had led to his own arrest and sentence, it
proceeded to unfold a number of nefarious schemes to
be some day tried for their joint aggrandizement.
- The following are some extracts from this curioug
document, which may be found interesting, as crim-
inal plans and intentions, the secret thoughts of the
criminal mind, with full confessions and admissions,
are but seldom laid bare.

He tells first the true story of his arrest : —

¢ About December I was introduced at the ‘ Grand
Hotel, Hawkspool, to a Mr. F. L. P. Vanderkiste
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and Mr. H. A. Toller, both of New York. The
former was most affable in his manner, and we soon
became most intimate. He was constantly at my
office; took me driving in a carriage, and gave me
big spreads with much sparkling wine at the hotel.
At Christmas I invited both to dine at home with
me. Va.nderklste got pretty full, and said, after
dinner—

“‘“To-night I am going to divulge a great secret,
and to ask your advice.’

“I said I should be very glad to give him any
advice in my power.

“ About eight o'clock, when the rest of the party
were in the parlour, smoking and drinking, I took
Vanderkiste up to my bedroom and said—

¢ Now out with it. What is your trouble ?’

“‘Will you give me your word of honour,’ he
replied, ‘not to mention what I am going to tell you,
and even if you can’t or won't advise me, to forget
what I have said ?’

“I gave the required promise, and he went
an—

“¢You know that to get foreign or railway bonds
cashed or exchanged they must be certified by a
_consul? Last month a large number of bonds, £10,000
worth, were stolen from a broker’s clerk in the city.
They were mostly Venezuelan, Uruguay, and South
American descriptions. I have got them. They are
payable to bearer, but I cannot get rid of them. If

I take them to my consul I shall be arrested. I
VOL. IL . I
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dare not go back to New York; I am wanted there.
There is my story. I am entircly at your mercy.
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Havre and went on to Paris, where I was arrested
next day, when it was discovered at the bank that
the bonds I had sold were those stolen. They took
me to the conciergerie ; .I was interrogated, but they
made nothing out of me, and when I came for trial I
found it easy to prove that the robbery had taken
place in London while I was absent in my office at
Hawkspool. So I was acquitted.

“As bad luck would have it, Vanderkiste was
afterwards arrested in New York and brought to
England, where he confessed the whole business, and
implicated me. I was again taken and charged with
receiving the bonds knowing them to be stolen.
Vanderkiste was no fool, but a first-rate fellow, hand-
some as the devil, a good figure, and a splendid
address. He would make the king of swindlers, only
he lacks nerve, and places too much confidence in
his fellow-man, and when hard pressed gives his
confederates away.”

The letter next passed on to indicate a number of
schemes for the perpetration of robbery and fraud.
The American of gentlemanly exterior and fastidious
tastes was evidently an accomplished “crook,” with
long experience and considerable inventive power.
Some were big; some small; some needed capital ;
some only daring and promptitude ; some could be
worked single-handed ; others called for an extensive
organization, with many agents dispersed over a large
area.

Of the last-mentioned the biggest and boldest was
I2



116 SECRETS OF THE PRISON-HOUSE.

the proposed establishment of several parties, one in
each of the great capitals, reporting direct to Schaper-
son in London or Paris. They were to operate upon
the various Bourses according to the instructions
received from him, the object of which was to forestall
and adversely affect the markets to their own
advantage. Another elaborate scheme was the dis-
tribution of forged circular notes, to be collected at
various continental centres of travel. A whole group
of frauds consisted of hoaxes upon travellers. Schaper-
son clearly knew all Europe—its highways and by-
ways—thoroughly well.

Switzerland suggested the following to him :—

“Say we are at Interlaken. I propose to two
American fellows, whose acquaintance I have made
at the hotel, and whom I know to have large credits
on them, to take a stroll up the mountains towards
the Jungfrau. You (his confederate), and another
you can trust, will be in the mountain already
hunting deer; we join you while you are looking
for one that has been wounded. It is hot work, and
you propose we should all try some good old rye
whisky, which we all gladly accept. The stuff you
give them shall be drugged; I shall drink out of
a different flask, but appear to doze off with the
"rest. When we awake we find that watch, money,
valuables, and letter of credit are all gone. You
can go to any banker’s to cash the letters of credit.
This is a very easy game, as every American in
Europe carries a letter of credit for at least a
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thousand dollars for a summer’s trip. They are
easily abstracted, especially from young fools fresh
from college with more money than brains. I can
introduce myself always, and be certain of being
well received. My family are among the best
known in America, for my grandfather was one
of the great generals during the War of Secession.
No one was better known in history, or thought
more of,

A YANKEE CONFIDENCE TRICK MAN.

“Or we can try this. Go to a tourist agency
office, say, at Nice or Marseilles; say to the head
clerk or manager, ‘I am running short of money ;
could I receive a cable remittance through you from
my family in Washington?’ He will, of course,
agree. We have a friend posted in Washington
whom we warn to cable their tourist agents when
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asked, using the bankers’ code, which we shall both
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and said, one or two now and again in Moscow or
Odessa, but rarely one in Orenberg, and then only
when brought by some.overland traveller from
British India. These Eastern merchants are as rich
as Vanderbilt or Astor; they hoard their savings
all they can, and would snap up all our notes—
false notes, of course. I know where they can be
got in London or Paris at about a dollar a hundred.
How if we circulate five hundred of them? There
would be a clear profit of ten or twelve thousand
dollars.”

There were many more. Tricks upon the hall
porters of clubs; upon confiding tradesmen, who
were to provide goods and be paid in bogus cheques ;
upon the housekeepers of great public offices, whom
they were to persuade to get a cheque cashed for
them at the nearest grocer’s ; tricks upon the chasseurs
of continental hotels. * Ask any one of them if he
can direct you to a bureau of exchange. Be sure
that this is after closing hours. He will say, ‘Do
you want to change any money !’ You say ‘Yes’;
show him a couple of five-pound notes, a good -
sovereign, and a few shillings. He will be only too
glad to change it and make the discount. Nine out
of ten exchangers do not know a good note from
a bad one. I once had a bill of exchange for seven
pounds ten shillings. I went into an exchange office
at Cologne and said, ‘Please pass this through for
collection ; you can pay me when I call again in a
few days’ time. He offered to pay me the amount
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at once, and did. For all he knew it might have
been worthless, although it happened, really, to be
a good bill.”

But this “ high-toned ” criminal, who could practise
so many deceits, had his moments of apprehension
and remorse.

“There are a thousand things to be thought of
before you adopt the illegitimate business,” he wrote
in the same “stiff.” * First of all, is it worth the
candle? How much do you gain by it? A few
weeks’ jollity, perhaps, outside, and then as many
years in prison. I should like you to tell me, how
long do you mean to keep up the game? Or are
you so wedded to it that you mean to stick to it
to the end? As for me, I long for the time to come
when I have finished the illegitimate work, when I
shall have recovered all that I have lost, and can once
again lead a straightforward life. It is simply hell
to have to do such things—to be always on the
cross, to have no peace morning, noon, or night,
with the coppers at one’s heels, the detectives always
on the track, and certain to ‘cop’ you in the end.
For try your best to protect yourself, to leave some
loophole to crawl out by, they’re bound to run you
in some day, and then you have to pay the piper
and dance while others pull the strings. I am sick
of the life, with all its risks, the disgraces, the
punishments, and the horrible contrast between out-
side and in. But life is too short to allow of one’s
building up a competency slowly. It may do very
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well for those who have not seen the great and gay
world, and have not tasted as I have the elixir of
pleasure without the labour of working for it. The
danger is worth facing when a week’s luck, a few
days’ or minutes’ even, would provide more rhino than
an hounest labouring man could amass in years.”
Crime did not entirely prosper with Schaperson,
neither in the eastern nor the western hemispheres.

@l@ = @Ht:——j =

IN PENTONVILLE.

Whether or not he tried any of the plans he proposed,
and which are briefly detailed above, I have no means
of knowing, nor whether he was laid by the heels in
another European gaol. Up to the last day of his
London imprisonment he continued to complain of
ill-treatment, of the coarse daily fare, the severity of
his labour, the absence of all comfort in his daily life.
He threatened, too, to the last, and we fully expected
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some strongly expressed protest from him through
the American Legation or in the columns of the
press. But he never opened his mouth. I gave
him permission to receive a portmanteau full of
respectable clothes on the day of his discharge, and
he went out dressed like a gentleman, eager, no
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At that moment gigantic baskets were being passed
along the tables, into which the convicts, still seated,
threw the great hunks of broken bread, which
were afterwards distributed among the non-criminal
unconverted poor.

Presently the whole fifteen hundred rose and filed
out of the dining-hall. They marched with a slow
cadenced step, lifting their knees high like Prussian
grenadiers at a review, and as they passed they threw
the knives and forks they had been using into a
deep trough or tub under the watchful eyes of their
officers.  Their leisurely exodus permitted me to
examine them closely, and compare them with others
of their class in England and on the Continent.
They were altogether sleeker, fatter, and in better
case than old world prisoners, the result, no doubt, of
their lazy and comparatively luxurious life. At that
time the inmates of the Sing Sing prison spent their
days in almost complete idleness. The Yates’ law
recently passed had just stopped all remunerative
labour, and when not eating or exercising for
digestion's sake the prisoners lay in their hammocks,
smoking cigars and reading novels the whole day
through. '

Then suddenly, as they swaggered slowly past,
my eye fell on a face I knew. It was Arminius R.
Schaperson. He gave me quite a pleasant nod of
recognition and passed on.

I at once asked after him by that name, but he
was unknown as Schaperson in Sing Sing, and I
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feared that my curiosity concerning him would go
unrewarded. :

But I continued my inspection, wading through
the yards all sloppy with the midday thaw. I
visited the vast ateliers, upon which sudden paralysis
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He looked at me rather askance, and gave an
uneasy laugh. It was very evident he knew what
I meant, but I made no further reference to it, nor did
I care to prolong my talk with him.

“ What’s he in for ?” I asked of the warden.

“Insurance frauds, very smartly done. He's a
bright man, and that’s a fact. Only the other day
he was thought to be worth a million dollars; lived
in an apartment-house on Madison Avenue, and
drove a fine team of trotters in Central Park—made
a very considerable splunge. He has good friends still,
who try to make it comfortable for him here. That's
for him,” said the warden, as, passing through the
entrance-gates, we came upon a well-filled hamper of
eatables—a ham, cakes, pies, fruit, the *“ prog basket ”
of the school-boy, which prisoners in Sing Sing are
permitted to receive.

“ T suppose he is well behaved ?”

‘“ He is so—now ; but we’ve had to tie him up by
the thumbs once or twice, and I threatened one night
to lock him up in the chapel, which is liable to cool
the temper. Now hé’s quite exemplary. You see he
is librarian, and he is in our singing class—the life
and soul of our social evenings.”

“ Your what ?” I almost shouted.

“Why, don’t you know? We have first-rate
concerts here on Saturday nights. Won’t you come
down once ? You should hear our chorus of the
¢Star Spangled’ or ‘Hail Columbia.’”

This was, perhaps, the crowning blow. I left Sing
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Sing fully appreciating the reasons why Schaperson
preferred it to Pentonville.

No description of the Americans of the better class
who have found lodging in the English gaols would
be complete without some account of the Fenian
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was to be carried out at once. The pardons were
made out under the Great Seal of Ireland, each seal,
a lump of wax about the size of a sally-lunn,
attached to half an acre of parchment. Release was
conditional on their consent to leave the United
Kingdom forthwith, and engagement not to return.
All except Halpin accepted the terms offered without
demur, and all alike selected the United States as
the country they proposed to honour with their
future residence, As the Government (Mr. Glad-
stone’s) was anxious to complete the business quickly,
I was sent up to London to secure passages, and
arrange for their safe conveyance from Chatham to
Liverpool. This was Thursday afternoon; the best
Atlantic steamers sailed on Saturday, so there was no
time to be lost.

By the time I reached town the day was over, and
I found the Cunard oftice shut. So I despatched a
commissionaire to the Cunard agent’s private address,
which I found in a Directory, and went on myself to
Euston, to arrange for the reception and transit of
my party. There was no secret made of this ap-
proaching release, and there were not ungrounded
fears of some demonstration en route. It would have
been very awkward to have encountered a great crowd
at the station, whether of idlers or sympathizers, for
my instructions were on no account to lose my
prisoners, and at the same time to use no force in
retaining them. However, the railway authorities
were most obliging and helpful ; my omnibus-full was
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to be driven straight into a private yard, the prisoners
passed thence into a private waiting-room, and so into
a reserved compartment of the Liverpool express.
Returning to Victoria, similar arrangements were
made with the London, Chatham, and Dover super-
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first great difficulty I bad encountered. He doubted
whether the Cunard Company would care to take the
Fenians as passengers ; and possibly the United States
Government would not allow them to land in New
York. I used such arguments as occurred to me,
pointing out that most if not the whole of the ex-
prisoners were naturalized Americans, and could not
be denied domicile ; that they would all be perfectly
presentable and well-behaved. All he would promise
was a telegram to meet me at Chatham with the deci-
sion of his directors as soon as he could see them.
This, I am glad to say, was satisfactory.

I was back at Chatham at the hour appointed.
Everything was ready. The steward’s department
had done wonders in providing outfits within the
twenty-four hours, and I found my five Fenians
apparelled (by their own particular choice) in full
suits of shining black, with soft felt hats, and having
rather the appecarance of undertaker’s men starting
for a “black job” somewhere, at a distance. Each
carried in his hand a small black leather valise, con-
taining a few articles and necessaries for the voyage.
The warders who were to accompany me as escort
were all in plain clothes. Then I was entrusted with
the pardons, which filled a good-sized hand-bag ; also
a considerable sum in cash, for every man was to
receive five sovereigns with his pardon, when actually
embarked and on his way, and we set forth on our
journey.

Everything fell out happily and smoothly as far

VOL. IL K
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as Liverpool. On entering the train at Chatham, in
which the ex-prisoners and three warders occupied
a second-class carriage, myself and another warder
in a first-class carriage adjoining, I handed in a
number of newspapers and my cigar-case to the
Fenians, which put them at once in right good
humour. They had neither smoked nor read news-
papers for many a long day, and from their grateful
acknowledgments I knew I should have no trouble
unless it was from outside influence. The journey to
London, the transit across from station to station, the
departure from Euston, all went off without a hitch.
I had followed my omnibus in a hansom, close
behind, keeping a watchful eye on my charges, and
was rewarded by being told by one of the Irish-
Americans that I reminded him very much of Napo-
leon, and that I ought to be commanding armies
instead of looking after convicts—a very pretty bit
of blarney.

The only contretemps that occurred in the trip was
on arrival at Liverpool. We had ta u the pre-
caution to telegraph the chief constable to expect us,

to provide a conveyance, a large ihus—I was
particularly anxious to keep my par sther—and
a sufficient force of police to assisy, it seemed
necessary. When our train ran in *he Lime
Street platform, none of mv part till the

crowd of passengers had clearea away 1nen with
much caution and circumspection. wor * ing whether
there would be any demonstrativ rbance, for



THE LIVERPOOL POLICE.. 131

‘Liverpool was full of Fenian sympathizers, I stepped
out of my carriage and beckoned to my warders to
follow, whereupon the whole five of us were taken
into custody by the Liverpool police. I was
hurried, vainly protesting, to a cab, where I found
myself seated between two constables, who, with-
out listening to what I had to say, tried hard to
keep me quiet. I was assured that I was all right,
and that no harm was intended; it was only a
measure of precaution. I do not know to this day
how we eventually escaped from this ridiculous
position. I think it was the sight of our five
Fenians pacing the platform alone and unattended,
looking rather uncomfortable, and just like prisoners
unexpectedly at large, who do not quite know what
to do with their liberty, that brought home to the
Liverpool police-officers the absurd error into which
they had fallen. Fortunately my Fenians asked
nothing better than to be recaptured, and there was
not a soul left in the station but ourselves. Very
soon, split up into several small parties, each in a
cab, we were transferred to the Prince’s Landing-
Stage, where a steam-tug was waiting to take us on
board the s.s. Cuba.

My task was not completed when I touched the
deck of the Atlantic liner. Many anxious hours
intervened before I was finally rid of my charge,
during which, if so disposed, they might give me a
great deal of trouble. To tide over a portion of the

time, the purser kindly suggested supper, and the
K 2
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Fenians, fresh from spare prison diet, sat down to a
plentiful repast, served with all the liberality of the
good old Cunard Company. After that my charges
were allotted to state rooms and went to bed, while
I and my principal warder organized a night-watch,
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returned to Liverpool. For a time 1 was conscious
of a trick I had learnt only within the last few hours,
of looking over my shoulder to see if my charges were
there, and I was told I did just what police-officers
do when responsible for important prisoners. This
was the single occasion on which I was actually in
such a position, and I was not sorry when the duty
had ended. I should add that Halpin did not linger
long after his comrades. The loneliness of Chatham
prison overcame his scruples as to the terms of
pardon, and he accepted them unconditionally. He
was sent down singly to Liverpool, and he, with others
released from Portland, and other prisoners, avoided
the good offices of the Liverpool police, by leaving
the train a station short of the city, whence they
drove all the way to the wharf.

O’'Donovan Rossa has published his own account of
the liberation of the Fenian convicts, which does not
exactly tally with mine. He is good enough to say
that the ¢ Deputy,”—meaning the writer of these
pages—*‘ now that he wasn’t a gaoler, was a very
amiable gentleman. He made himself as agreeable
as possible, and telegraphed to have everything ready
before him as he went along. Detectives were here,
there, and everywhere that we made a stop or
changed cars or coaches.” My arrangements I have
already described. They eertainly did not include
detectives, nor did I seek the assistance of the police
—except that of Liverpool, which failed me in the
way described. O’Donovan Rossa says that when
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he left the railway-train, “ one kind friend kindly
gave me his arm, and his kindness was imitated by
another, who saw I had another arm to spare.” If
the police-officers did escort the Fenians to the cabs
in waiting, it was not till after they had released me
and my warders, and at my request, seeing that my
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it is with due recognition of their respective stations
—the one condescends, the other pays homage.
Commonplace criminals, however, make up the bulk
of this class ; their name is legion, their business has a
strong family likeness, although they work on many
various lines. Thieving, the contempt of meum and
tuum, 18
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class; qui a bu, bowra, and the infection once
taken, complete cure is seldom seen. Next, there
are the first offenders, who fall a second and a
third time, and so on to the end of the chapter,
hating themselves for it, and resolutely determined
never to offend again, but weaklv succumbing to

every fresh temptation. Lastly, * ‘e the pro-
fessional thieves, all who openly a: oldlv make it
their business, driven to it by i . inalienable

taint, or by pure love of the trade—with all such,
thieving becomes an openly acknowledged pursuit ;



THIEVES HAVE NO SENSE OF SHAME. 137

they are not the least ashamed of it ; on the contrary,
they defend it if they are challenged, and entirely fail
to see that they are doing wrong. Theirs is a legi-
timate warfare, in which they stake their liberty
against their neighbour’s possessions. So little do they
acknowledge any stigma, any disgrace from following
their inclinations, that a thief has been known to say,
“1 may be a thief, but I am a respectable man.”
“ After all,” says another, “the trade has never been
distasteful to me. I was good at it—knew my busi-
ness by heart ; whenever I was caught, my enforced
detention was a good occasion for inventing new
coups. When I went out again I could put them
in practice, having comrades always waiting and
ready to co-operate. The very best work is conceived
and wrought out in prison.” In private life, when,
off duty so to speak, they are quiet, orderly folk ;
many follow outwardly respectable callings. Peace,
otherwise Mr. Brown, was a church-goer and tinsmith,
much appreciated in his locality. It is the same in
Paris; one famous thief kept a restaurant, another
was a hatter, a third drove his own cab; others
worked as glaziers, messengers, domestic servants.
These were all steady, well-bechaved men, with their
papers in good order ; they could always show char-
acter and recommendations. “It is astonishing the
facility with which they impose upon authority,”
says L’Abbé Crozes; ‘how they make it their unwit-
ting accomplice and dupe. I knew one habitual
criminal who had been admittad, as a penitent, to the
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great Seminary at Issy, where he spent three months
in retreat. By this means he obtained a first-class
reference for the police, and friends in the most
respectable classes of society.”

wida in
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not go out for six weeks, so that the other chap
would be certain to collar the swag before me. The
job is worth three hundred thousand franes (£12,000),
and I don’t choose him to have it. I'd rather inform
the police.” Pride of this sort encourages thieves to
venture on great undertakings, to risk all; a large
fortune or a life-sentence is the big stake for which
they sometimes play. It is to be feared that even
if they win the stroke, they soon dissipate their
winnings. But with all such there is little hope
that they will ever abandon their dangerous calling.
“I Dbelieve little in the reformation of professional
thieves,” says one of their number. “He who has
stolen will steal again. . . . If I was to advise the
Government, it would be to put a bullet into our
heads, and throw us into the sea. Repentance, or
rather a change of ways, is seldom seen in us.” A
great poct, who has sounded the depths of man’s
tendencies to crime, has written of them—‘ Nothing
will recall these wretches to proper feeling: neither
religion nor their own interests, nor the misfortunes
they cause. Nothing checks them nor stays their
hands.”*

Reference was made, when dealing with female
prisoners, to the predilection of habitual eriminals for
any particular line of business in which they have
once embarked. This is nothing new, and has been
remarked by all old writers and observers. It was
true of the French convicts in the old days of Toulon

1 Victor Hugo.
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and Brest. The thief first sentenced as such returned
the same ; the coiner also, only more practised, having
worked on wider lines. A strange fact, attested by
all police and prison authorities, the criminal who
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fingers. Another blind prisoner was a character; he
had been convicted eighty-nine times for the same
offence ; he was always drunk and disorderly under
the same circumstances. It was his custom to enter
any public-house as soon as he had begged enough
money to pay for drink; and as soon as he was
gloriously drunk he would throw out wildly in front
of him, or wherever he might hear voices, whatever
he held in his band. As it was, indifferently, a
tumbler, pint-pot, or heavy walking-stick, and he had
no notion what it might encounter on the way, serious
injuries were often the consequence to unsuspecting
boon companions. But the most notorious blind
prisoner I have known was this rufian whose
adventures are now to be told. I have called him
Taddy, a transparent nom de guerre to all who
knew him. '

My narrative starts with him at the end of the
Goose Fair and Statute Hiring at the little market
town of Green Skipperton. Business had been brisk,
and, considering the place, much money had passed
hands. No one had done better than jolly little
Jack Botterill, who had sold off a dozen or two of
his ““missus’s” fattest geese, and who now, with
well-lined purse, was on his way to the railway-
station to take the train home.

He had got well down the road when he heard a
weak, whining voice behind appealing to him in very
broad Irish— '

“ Will no one take pity on a poor blind man ?”
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And, turning, he met a sturdy, well-built beggar
of more than middle age, whom he remembered to
have seen at his business just on the outskirts of the

fair.
“ What’s amiss, daddy ?” asked the kindly little

chap.
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“You're an old soldier, then ?”

“ Faix, I am that, and proud of it tco. One of the
Warwickshire lads—the ¢ Royal Robbers’ some spal-
peens would call us, but only when they were clear
of the end of our belts, begorra! Did ye never hear
tell of the ‘Saucy Sixth’? No better corps ivir
stepped it behind the fife and drums.”

“ But how did you lose your eyes—wounded ?”

“Sorraa bit. I lost ’em in Ingy with the ’pthalmy.
They all swelled up and busted.”

‘“Are you quite blind? Can you see nothing at
all ?” asked his escort, looking dubiously at Taddy’s
eyes, which, but for that fixed, staring, almost un-
changing upward gaze so commonly characteristic of
the blind, seemed perfectly good and sound.

“The difference between light and dark, that's all.
The sky’s out there, I'm thinking,” and he pointed
with his staff in the direction of the setting sun.
‘ But where will we be just now, av ye please to tell
me ? Near side the * Durham Ox’?”

“ Half-way to it and more. In the cross road
which takes us up to the door.”

‘It’s lonesome hereabouts,” said Taddy, with a half"
shiver, ‘I feel scairt and timersome at times, because
of my affliction. You won’t let no one hurt me, will
you ?”

“ Of eourse not, and who's to do it? There’s not
a soul about except myself.”

“Is that so? Your certain sure?” asked Taddy
eagerly.
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And then, when satisfied of this, with one sudden
and dexterous movement he threw his companion flat
upon his back in the high-road, and forcibly held him
there with knee on chest and one hand gripped around
his throat.
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also precisely for the same offence. He seemed to
be, in spite of his blindness, an unwearied and
ubiquitous tramp, sclecting for choice the more un-
frequented by - paths in out-of-the-way districts.
Whenever he saw a chance, and it was worth his
while from the risk, he wheedled some wayfarer into
giving him a helping hand, then, as in Botterill’s
case, took him unawares and robbed him. He had
done three months for this in Dorchester, six weeks
at Lewes, a month at Kendal; the Staffordshire
magistrates had given him six months, and at Usk
he had been sentenced to a year, his victim having
been a gudewife he had met returning from market
somewhere between Caerleon and Pontypool. All
these serious convictions having been fully proved
against him, Mr. Thaddeus O’Gorman had no reason
for upbraiding the judge who gave him two years at
the Hawkshire summer assize.

His fate now took him to the gaol at Hawksfield,
where he was to do this sentence, and where he was
still unknown. At many other of her Majesty’s prisons
the arrival of this stalwart, truculent-looking scoundrel
would have caused a certain consternation. The
word would have been passed round that Taddy was
back—Taddy, the most ill-conditioned, mutinous, and
unmanageable prisoner of all the thousands annually
lodged in our gaols. He knew his own weakness,
and took advantage of it; his lost sense was his
capital and stock-in-trade. Just as, when at liberty

outside, it kept him in idleness and comparative
VOL. II. L
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comfort upon the alms of the charitable and the
proceeds of his highway robberies, so inside the gaol
his blindness helped and protected him at every turn.
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great pains to verify it, was rather inclined to cosset
him and cocker him up, humouring him with small
concessions : a pint of extra milk, white bread, an-
other blanket at night, or warm flannels next his
skin, with frequent changes of medicines, tonics, and
so forth, prescribed for his peculiar case.

So Taddy, being little known and much com-
miserated, had a bigh old time in Hawksfield Gaol,
waxing daily fatter, more and more lazy and in-
tractable. He yielded just so much obedience to the
rules and the routine of daily duty as suited him;
turned out of bed or into it when it pleased him;
attended or neglected chapel; stayed in his cell ; or
went to exercise just as he felt inclined. He treated
his officers with growing contempt, seldom used the
complimentary “Sir” when he addressed them,
ordered them to and fro, gave endless trouble, con-
tinually objected to his rations, had his bread and
his potatoes weighed every meal, rang his bell at all
sorts of hours, demanding various acts of attention—
a fresh bottle of medicine, the refilling of his water-
can, the summoning of the superior officials, governor,
chaplain, or doctor, and generally lorded it around
with a persistent, undisguised effrontery that was fast
changing the character of the prison as a place of
durance, and leaving him rather master of the
situation.

All this was becoming irksome, not to say intoler-
able, to those of the staff who had strict notions of

discipline, and who felt that the good order of the
L2
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prison was injuriously affected by Taddy’s defiance.
Mr. Sparrow, the short, sturdy warder of his “land-
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Faix, it's the worst day’s work ye ivir did;” and
without more ado Taddy struck out with his stick.

The blow could not have been better aimed if he
had had the full use of his sight; and it was so
fiercely delivered that it stretched Mr. Sparrow,
stunncd and lifeless, upon the floor. While he lay
there Taddy struck him and kicked him savagely
again and again. It was altogether a most brutal
and cowardly assault—an overt act of ruffianly
violence that could not be overlooked or condoned.

The prisoner was forthwith brought before the
governor, who was obliged to ‘“put him back” for
the magistrates at their next visit.

Taddy, when arraigned, addressed the committee
in a wheedling, lachrymose voice.

“Och, good gentlemen, have pity on a poor blind
soldier, who lost his sight in the tropics in the service
of his country.” ‘

“ What regiment were you in?” asked the chair-
man, shortly. He also—Sir Jaspar Norreys—was an
old soldier, not to be easily imposed upon.

“The 6th Royal Warwickshire; the finest
corps ”

“ Who was your colonel? When did you serve
init? Where? Why did you leave it ?”

Questions brief and searching followed each other
like snap-shots, and at the end Sir Jaspar whispered
decisively to his colleagues—

“Never was in the army. Couldn’t have been in,
I'm positive. Now, where are the witnesses ?”
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The evidence of little Mr. Sparrow, still suffering
from his injuries, was duly heard, and then the
prisoner’s defence.

Taddy whined that he had been sore tried; that
his life had been made a burthen to him; that the
officer was a cruel, murdering, hard-hearted villain.

“Why di ’
governor or t

“Och, whe
be getting )

Saxon gaol ?
the time had

“So you t
rupted Sir J
watched him
his stick in t
doubts of ti
certainly nof

It was du
as- a punishment for the aggravated assault, was

sentenced to be f -om
would have sparec
but they yielded :
and determined ¢

Taddy howled wn when
he learnt what was in s implored
the doctor, by all the sainus ve him ;
that he wasn't fit—it woula & waled to
the governor and to the chapl: -e cruelty

of chastising a poor “dark” u.ic.. had done
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no harm, and was only standing up for his rights.
But the punishment had been ordered by the magis-
trates ; there was no getting behind or beyond that.
Sir Jaspar Norreys’ name was to it, and that was
enough. Before the day was out Taddy had good
reason to hate Sir Jaspar's name; and in his vain,
impotent rage he swore to be even with him some
day if only he got the chance.

But the birching had an immediate and most
salutary effect upon the hitherto intractable blind
man. He was now as mild as milk; quite civil-
spoken even to Mr. Sparrow ; obedient and quiet in
every respect. If now and again his old insubordinate
spirit flashed out, it was sufficient to mention Sir
Jaspar Norreys, and to ask Taddy whether he wished
to have another interview with that stern and re-
doubtable “ bloke.”

Taddy’s altered demeanour was further shown in
his desire to be employed. He came and asked for
work : anything—stone-breaking for choice, as he
knew he could manage that in spite of his want of
eyes. It hecame one of the sights of Hawksfield Gaol
to watch Taddy at his task : his marvellous nicety of
touch, the cleverness with which he saved his fingers
when the heavy hammer fell upon the stone they
held. He worked generally alone, and often un-
attended. The stoneyard was a little withdrawn
from the rest of the prison. There was never much
doing in it. Stone was scarce in the neighbourhood,
and what was brought in only just sufficed for Taddy.
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looked, and no doubt before the sound of his horse’s
hoofs had reached the couple so as to give warning
of his approach, he saw one of the pair swiftly pass
his leg behind the other’s, and, with a smart blow on
his chest, bring him heavily to the ground. The
assailant then threw himself upon the prostrate figure
and applied bimself to rifling it. Robbery with
violence on the Queen’s highway, and in his imme-
diate neighbourhood, was not to be tolerated by Sir
Jaspar Norreys, who at once pricked his horse for-
ward, resolved to interrupt the proceedings, and
secure the offender.

“Here! Hi! None of that! Drop it!” he
shouted as he approached; “you’ll have to answer
for this. Surrender at once. I'm a magistrate.”

While he still spoke the robber looked up, and Sir
Jaspar recognized the blind fugitive from Hawksfield
Gaol. His voice had equally betrayed him to Taddy,
who started with a most malignant, murderous look
upon his evil face, and rose from where he stooped
over his victim to give his attention to Sir Jaspar.

“Is it you, ye mean, pitiful hound? Sure I've
hungered for this chance, and now I've got ye. There
are no ‘screws’ to help you here. It's man to man
now. We'll just settle matters between us. Be dis
and be dat, but I'll pay ye off for that bashing you
ordered me, or I'll be knowing the reason why.”
With that Taddy rushed at Sir Jaspar, making
straight for his left leg, which he seized, and putting
forth all his strength, tried to throw the rider from
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his saddle. But a dig of the right spur sent the
horse forward with a bound. Then the old cavalry
ofticer turned him short on his haunches, and with
uplifted hunting-crop rode at his assailant. Taddy
sprang aside, and used his stick to ward off the
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perhaps victims, the innocent dupes of more 7usé
compatriots who use them as cat’s-paws, and disappear,
leaving them to bear the whole brunt of detection.
Again, some, without rising to the rank of the polyglot
rogues already described, have natural aptitudes for
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For some time he was thought to be mentally weak,
and was kept under observation, but the doctors
presently decided that he was an impostor. His
offence was always fraud and ‘obtaining,” and he
was generally supposed to be a friendless vagrant in
a strange land. Not long after his last release, when
he had been carried to a cab at the gate, and follow-
ing several weeks of assumed prostration, seemingly
so ill that he could only lie full length on his
cell-floor, he was encountered in the streets of a
University town, and immediately recognized in spite
of his metamorphosis. He was now fashionably
dressed in frock-coat and tall hat, gay and smiling,
in perfect health and prosperity.

Another foreign Jew who gave a great deal of
trouble came to a prison I will call Harchester; an
ancient stronghold, some parts of Roman, some of
mediseval times; but others brand-new, and fulfilling
all requirements as one of her Majesty’s modern
Pprisons.

Hadrian’s Tower was one, and a little used, portion
of the castle, and although modernized, it was a
gruesome place still, in spite of its new floors and
ventilators, hot-water pipes and electric bells.

The Tower was seldom occupied, except at times of
great pressure on the space available within the walls,
but one day it was ordered that all new arrivals
should take up their quarters in Hadrian’s Tower the
following day. Among these was a Jew, transferred
from another prison, where there was no officiating
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Rabbi. Harchester was more fortunate in that
respect, having a rather large Hebrew population,
made up mostly of Polish and Galician exiles from
Little Russia, and of these many found their way to
Harchester Castle.
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of his fellow-lodgers. One of them was another
Jew on the point of being discharged, who in his
broken English complained next morning that he had
had no sleep.

“ Who make devil’s row like that all night ?”

“Keep your hair on, Moses Trinko,” replied the
reception officer, cheerily, “you’re going out; he’s
only just come in. Perhaps you’ll shout too, like
this Kafka, next time.”

“Kafka?” asked the other Jew, with sudden
interest. ““Where com€ from ? Israel Kafka? Nein!
I know well. My country, Podogratz, come from,
perhaps. Let me sec—me see!”

““ He was received from Hawksham last; wish he’d
stayed there, I do. But he’s in the end cell. You
may step over and look at him through the inspec-
tion-plate. But no parley; savvey? No talk; you
understand ?”

Trinko was still staring through the little glass
eye-hole, or judas, which is fixed in every cell-door,
when the warder abruptly called to him—

“Now, you Mo, are you so blamed fond of this
place you won’t leave it when you're free? All the
rest have gone.”

But Trinko still hung back.

“Bad man, very bad man, Kafka; worser than
me. He stay long here ?”

“Six months or more. Not much to choose
between you, I'll go bail. But now, off you go.
I've got to take these new chums to Hadrian’s Tower.”
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Trinko, a big, burly, red-haired Jew, seemed
strangely reluctant to leave the gaol now that he
knew Kafka was in it, but he obeyed orders, and in
due course passed outside the gates.

Meanwhile Kafka was escorted to his new quarters.
He was marched across a flagged yard towards a
small postern door in one of the turrets of the grim
and time-stained Hadrian’s Tower. This door opened
at once upon a stéep, narrow, and tortuous stone
staircase, and as they ascended they came upon
heavy gates at regular intervals, each of which gave
access to a short dark corridor of cells, four in
number. There were five storeys of these; each set
isolated and apart from the others. The cells were
spacious enough, well lighted with deep windows
which had recently been widened. New ventilating
flues had been introduced, hot-water pipes, and
electric bells. But the vaulted, roof-like casements
still showed the streak marks of the osiers that had
formed the arch ; great iron rings let into the stone
floor of colossal flags still remained to show how
prisoners had once been secured, and there was a
dungeon-like look about these survivals of rude times
that made them rather terrible.

Kafka, who was located on the ground-floor, took
possession of his cell with a hop, skip, and a jump,
as though it was a lodging exactly after his own
Leart. He capered about like a mad monkey,
singing snatches of a strident, tuneless, Galician
ditty ; then, agile as a cat, he sprang up at the
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grated window, caught one of the bars, and coiled
himself up within the deep embrasure.

“Come "down out of that, will you? No larks
now. Think you'll get out, do you?” shouted the
officer. “Not so easy—there’s a drop of forty feet
into the moat below.”

¢ COILED HIMSELF UP.”

But the prisoner still laughed and chattered volubly,
and it was at length necessary to pull him down.
“ You may not like the place so much by to-morrow

morning,” said the warder, dryly. * But there’s your
VOL. II. M
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day’s task—three pounds of junk; see you pick it;
and see this bell ? Press it and it will bring some of
us up, only don’t do it for nothing, or it will be the
worse for you ; d’'ye hear ?”

Kafka grinned and nodded in reply, but he made
no attempt to use the bell during the day, which he
spent as agreeably as he could—dancing, singing,
climbing to his cell window ; he ate his meals with
relish to the very last crumb and drop, but he did not
put a finger to his oakum, and only stared vacantly
at the warder, who reprimanded him for his
laziness.

“Trying the barmy !” (feigning madness). “Won’t
do. You'll have to settle it with the governor to-
morrow.”

But before the morrow came Kafka had broken out
in another place, and had, so to speak, requisitioned
the personal attentions, not only of the governor him-
self, but of all the officials of the prison.

A little after midnight a terrible disturbance was
heard in Hadriau’s Tower. Hideous and incessant
yells came from Kafka's cell, the only one now occu-
pied in the Tower; the three other prisoners lodged
there having paid their fines had been set free. When
the cell was opened, Kafka was found stretched upon
the floor, foaming at the mouth in a state of semi-
collapse, and with all the appearance of having been
recently subjected to some awful and overmastering
terror. He could or would give no account of himself,
no explanation, but only raised himself on one elbow,
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and pointing to the far corner of his cell, repeated
with monotonous outery—

“ Oh, my dear wife! Oh, my poor children! Oh,
my dear wife ! ”

At last the surgeon, fearing an attack of real mania,
and when all attempts to pacify him had failed,
thought it best to remove him to the padded cell.

I saw him there next day, as I happened to visit
the prison ; he was ranging its leather-cushioned floor
in his stockinged feet with the stealthy, ceaseless step
of a caged wild beast. He looked hardly human,
indeed ; his voice, too, had grown hoarse and raucous ;
he gibbered and used strange words in his own
unintelligible tongue.

“There must be something wrong with him,” I
suggested to the surgeon. ‘ Something he dreamt
—he may have seen or heard something in that
ghost-like tower.”

“I hope, sir,” protested the governor, “ I hope you
are not going to revive the stupid tales told about
that place.”

“Don’t you yourself believe it to be haunted ?” I
replied promptly.

“ Well, there has been some silly talk, but I've
never allowed it to affect me,” he went on uneasily.

“Nor does it now. Only here we have obvious
results. A night in the Tower has almost upset this
man’s reason——"

Oh, no, no!” interrupted the doctor. * Kafka is

no more mad than you or me. There is nothing the
M 2
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matter with him. He ought to go straight back to
his cell ; I hope you will so order, sir.”

“I have no alternative,” I replied, and as the result
of this, my unavoidable decision, he was taken back
to the old Tower.

Kafka did not re-enter the precincts of the place he
detested without a violent struggle. He fought with
wild fury against his escort ; tore and bit them ; made
a mouthful of one officer’s fingers ; got out handfuls
of another’s hair. But he was conquered, handcuffed,
and left like a log on the stone floor of his cell.
Within an hour, although thus manacled, he had
destroyed every rag of his clothing, broken every
pane of glass—fifty-three in number—in the large
window of his cell. The crash of glass at once
attracted attention, and the warder who ran in found
him attempting suicide by butting his big head
against the walls.

As a matter of security it was now necessary to
clothe him in a canvas suit—a sleeveless blouse and
trousers all in one—and confine his arms to his side
by what is technically called a body belt. It was
further ordered that he should be continually and
closely watched day and night; during the latter,
when the means of restraint werc removed, a gas-
light was to be kept burning in his cell. Moreover,
as his conduct had been so outrageous, his whole
aspect was so evil, and he seemed so murderously
disposed, the night officers were desired not to enter
his cell singly, but to visit him two at a time.
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There was, however, a repetition of the disturbance
on his second night in the Tower. It began by a
continuous ringing of the electric bell, and was
followed by shouts that alternated between loud
bellowing and the barking of a dog.

The night officers hurried at once to the Tower, and
found Kafka running round and round his cell at full
speed, yelping and hallooing, playing the part of both
hunted and pursuer. There was evidently not much
wrong with him.

They entered the cell en masse, all three of them,
intending to lay hands on him and secure him, when,
with a sudden quick movement, he eluded them, and
falling against his cell door, closed it instantly with a
loud bang on the inside. In other words, he had
succeeded in imprisoning the three officers with him,
and with little hope of obtaining release for many
hours to come.

Let me explain. In the first place cell locks, and
for obvious reasons, have only one keyhole, and that
is on the outside. They cannot be opened from
within. In the second no alarm, no call for assistance,
was likely to be attended to, or even to be heard.
The only three officers on the alert or available were
these three on night duty, who were now shut up in
Kafka’s cell. All the rest of the prison resided at
some distance beyond the prison walls, and were no
doubt at that moment comfortably in their beds and
asleep.

“We're nicely caught!” cried the senior orderly
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round and round his cell, dodging in and out among
the warders with extraordinary agility and cleverness.

At first the officers looked on laughingly. The
performance amused them, broke the monotony of
their irksome durance. But they were not so pleased
when Kafka made a swift blow against the glass of
his gas-burner, and, putting his fist through it,
extinguished the light.

“Hai! hi! stop! none of that!” cried the three
warders simultaneously, but too late to prevent the
mischievous rascal from effecting his purpose, and the
situation was now worse than ever. The cell was in
black darkness, save for a glimmer of dawn that was
stealing in through the broken glass.

“Hold on to him, you two, if you can find him,”
shouted the senior officer, feeling that prompt action
was imperative. * There’s no telling what he may
do next.”

There was a Jong hunt, a scuffle, a rough-and-
tumble sort of blind man’s buff, in which officers
caught each other, and the prisoner slipped through
their fingers, but it ended at last in his capture. He
was forcibly laid upon the floor; one officer held on
“to his shoulders, the other sat on his feet.

A long pause followed; the struggle, the various
emotions through which they had all passed, kept
every one quiet. Silence, dead, absolute stillness,
fell upon the scene. :

Silence, broken presently by a strange, weird
sound—a wailing, unearthly, long cry. The prisoner
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heard it first, and not strangely, for it was addressed
to him. .

“Kafka! oh, Kafka!” was its burthen, and as it
rose and fell, now loud and threatening, then piteous
and threatening, the effect upon Kafka was obvious
even in ‘the dark. He shook and shivered and
gnashed his teeth, and seemed on the verge of strong
convulsions.

“Who is it? What is it? Who wants you?”
they asked him, but he only groaned and gibbered,
and could frame no intelligible reply.

“Calling Kafka, that’s certain. But where from ?”
asked the senior. * Seems to me to be inside the
Tower.”

“ Hadrian's Tower! they always did say it was
haunted.”

“Rot! What ghost can want this Kafka? Why,
he’s a furrineering chap to begin with, and he only
came in a day or two since. I feel certain it's
outside.”

“ Now you say so, Mr. Birch, I think it comes from
the moat.”

“Hop up to the window, one of you, and look
down. The glass is all broken. I'll manage Aim.”

“Sec anything?”

“Yes; some one moving. A white figure, it looks
like—female, I think——"

“Oh, my dear wife!” broke in Kafka, finding his
voice.

“Shout back; try to attract its notice; beckon to
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it to come nearer, so that we may ‘make out what
it is.”

But nothing had any effect upon this strange
figure, which still continued to pace slowly to and
fro; still it uttered its wailing cry, and still Kafka
lay writhing and moaning upon the floor. With
approaching daylight, however, the "apparition, if
such it was, disappeared.

The chief warder had never had such a start in his
life, he afterwards told me, as that morning when he
arrived and unlocked the prison.

“I made sure I'd caught the orderly officer nap-
ping, that he was asleep in some corner. But then
I could find no patrol, no watchman either, and I
began to wonder whether I should find any prisoners.
Thought one lot had let the other out, and the whole
had cut off, run clean away. I went round the
prison, all the yards, and went myself towards
Hadrian’s Tower. Of course, when I heard the
shouting in that quarter, I guessed something was
wrong. But not so wrong as it proved. Never knew
such a thing in all my thirty years.”

“Well, but Kafka?” I asked. ‘ Where is he?
How is he? What did it all mean?”

“He’s here, sir, and precious sore, I expect; so
is the ghost? The magistrates birched them both
yesterday.”

“Very proper treatment of a ghost, no doubt, but
please explain.”

“ Well, sir, the ghost was an old prisoner, a Jew
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named Moses Trinko. Often been in here, and knew
the place well. He had some grudge against Israel
Kafka ; not without foundation, I expect, although
there is probably little to choose between them.
Kafka must have something on his conscience, or he
would not have been so easily frightened. Trinko
accuses him of murder—the murder of his wife and
children—and has made a statement, which has gone
over to their own country, of murder, and that was
why he came to haunt him, he says. Kafka retorts
that Trinko robbed him before he left home. Any
way, they’re sworn enemies, and fell to it tooth and
nail the first time they met in here, which was soon
after Trinko was re-committed. The officers could
hardly separate them, and came in for a lot of the
bites and blows. That was why the committee
birched them. I dare say theyll be quiet enough
now.”

“And the ghost too?” )

“] never believed in one much myself, sir, but
we're using the Tower regular now, and nothing fresh
has turned up since,”

Every nationality sends its quota to English gaols.
Far Japan was represented in a Yorkshire gaol by a
Jap, who had been engaged in a circus and had
absconded without paying for his food and lodging;
Lascars and low-caste Hindoos often find their way
into London prisons; Norsemen, Swedes, and Danes,
mostly seafaring men who have got into difficulties in
Enqlish ports, mild, loutish creatures, very grateful for
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kindness, taking everything contentedly, and return-
ing to their ships when their penalty was over;
Germans, often very truculent ruffians, offshoots of
the criminals who have made Berlin a dangerous
place of sojourning; in one or two instances of the
better class, as was the German, in for some frauds
with regard to a patent, who claimed to be the son
of a distinguished general, and who said he had
an allowance from his family so long as he stayed
away from home; men of colour, mostly from the
United States, and sailors, capable of and charged
with the most atrocious crimes; an occasional
Spaniard and Dutchman, with many Italians and
Frenchmen—a very large proportion of the last-
named, especially in the country, all of the tramp
or itinerant class. Their calling as wandering min-
strels, or perchance the vagabond spirit that has
already brought them so far from home, drives them
to join the great army of nomads so constantly on
the move along English high-roads, whose unconquer-
able affection for a life of terrible hardship, and
continuous, is one of the mysterious problems no one
yet has been able to solve. In the case of foreign
tramps there is some .explanation. They mostly
perambulate the country as a matter of business,
very much to their own inconvenience at times and
in some localities. The vagrant class is not popular
in some counties, and the first appearance of an
itinerant musician or showman is sure to be followed
by committal to gaol. This is the prompt and invari-
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able rule in one county, which I will not particularize,
the limits of which are very extensive, and which
has been greatly harassed by tramps. It was in
this county that a negro miscreant, a big, burly
Hercules, committed one of the most frightful
atrocities on record, his victim being a young lady
within a short walk of her own happy home. Its
magistrates have therefore no bowels of compassion
for tramps, and all on the move are included in the
category. I have met many of the barrel-organ
fraternity in the cells of the local prison. Once the
case was complicated by the prisoner's possession of
a monkey, who was not mentioned in the commit-
ment, but whom the owner brought with him to gaol.
The question, what was to become of the poor little
beast, was solved by the governor giving it in charge
to his daughters. But I happened to visit the prison
soon afterwards, and at the man’'s eloquent entreaty
in soft, flowing Italian, I allowed the monkey to be
restored to him. It was a pretty sight to see the
meeting between them ; the little beast went straight
inside the man’s coat and nestled there contented,
while the Italian bent over to kiss and fondle it with
endearing words. The same solution was impossible
in the case of the Frenchmen and their bears,
arrested in this same county for causing terror to
horses and obstruction in the public thoroughfares.
These bears were dangerous beasts, so much so that
no one was willing to take charge of them. The
police naturally hesitated to keep bears in the police-
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station, so did the livery-stable proprietors, and it
ended in the release of one of the offenders for the
express purpose of looking after his animals, so that he
did his share of the imprisonment vicariously through
his friends.

It was in this county also that the strange events
occurred which will now be recorded, and which
began with the arrival of a police constable at the
gates of the local gaol.

“I've brought you a rum one this evening,” he
said, as he pushed his prisoner in before him, and
followed through the wicket-door to the space between
the outer and inner gates of the gaol. They were
handcuffed together for safe conveyance along the
country roads, and the sergeant’s first care, now that
his charge was well within four walls, was to detach
the cuff from his own wrist, and to motion the released
prisoner to stand farther away.

“ He's not too sweet; I'd 'lieve he was in the next
county. Stupid too. I've not had one word out of
him—not a Christian could understand—since we left
the court. He's a furriner, d'ye see!—a real out-
landish wild man of the woods; a perfect savage, I
believe.”

“Well, he’s not much to look at, and that’s a fact,”
replied the gatekeeper.

The two officials curiously scanned the new lodger
as he stood near the open bars of the inner gate,
looking vacantly at the bright prettiness of the narrow
garden within, gay with spring flowers, and stupidly
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gazing up at the grand facade of the main prison,
which seemed to convey no meaning to his blank and
brutish face. His whole appearance was extraordinary.
He was dressed—if such primitive clothing as his
could be honoured with the name of dress—in coarse,
common sacking from head to foot ; his trousers were
literally bags—lime-bags probably from their colour
—and so short as to show the lower part of his bare
legs and stockingless ankles; a larger sack—flour or
meal-sack—had been thrown over his shoulder, with
a hole in it for his head, like a pouch or sleeveless
blouse. His head was bare, save for its natural cover-
ing, a rough, thick-grown tangle of light red hair;
his feet were thrust into worn-out, broken, and mis-
shapen shoes, such as even a tramp would disdain to
pick up out of a wayside ditch. A savage in very
truth, barely one step above the brute creation ;
indeed, helow a great portion of it in intelligence,
capacity for emotion, or that fine instinct that in
many animals is not far behind some human
brains. '

“ Speaks no English, eh ?” went on the gatekeeper
as he filled up his receipt for the prisoner’s body.
“ What d’ye make of him? Where does he come
from? Where did you pick him up?”

““Where he comes from is more than any one can
say. But he was picked up a week ago along the
Rufford Road, and as he could give no proper account
of himself, run in.”

A sense of justice impelled the gatekeeper to
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suggest that, knowing no English, the poor wretch
could not well account for himself.

“He had every chance before the bench. They
called in an interpreter, and Sir Rufus was there too,
who speaks most foreign languages, but no one could
make him understand.”

““So they committed him as a rogue and a vaga-
bond ?”

“Not they. You see, he’s not quite a vagrant,
only the beaks thought it a little discreditable for
him to be tramping about a quiet country like ours
in them curious clothes. But he’s got money, as
you'll find presently,” and t